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TO THB 



READER, 



The severity of criticism may be softeMd by the 
tntiiBatioo^ that the M.S.S. of this v<daiii0 passed from th» 
author to his {M-inter^ without having beea iaspected by any 
friend. 



Other eircamstanoes, yery nnftiToiirable to literary 
composition^ have attended this work. > la the odd[>rated tale 
of "Old Mortality" Mr. Patieson, the village teacher, after 
describing with admirable ifidelity, his anxious and distressing 
labours during the day^ observes : " The reader may have some 
conception of the relief which a solitary walk in the cool of a 
fine summer evening affords to the head which has ached, 
and the nerves which have been shattered/ for so many hours, 
in plying the task of public instruction/* 

''My chief haunt,*' he continues, 'Mn these hours of 

golden leisure is the banks of the small stream, which, 

winding through a lone vale of green bracken, passes in front 

of the village school -house,** &c. But the teacher of 

y Oandercleuch^^ possessed advantages which never fell 



to the lot of the writer of this work. Engaged^ like that 
far-famed personage^ in the education of youths his labours 
have seldom 'been relinquished till the close of our longest 
summer evenings -, when^ instead of retiring to the banks of a 
beautiful stream^ he has almost uniformly been driven^ by 
business connected with his arduous profession^ or by literary 
cares^ to his solitary study at home. 

There^ — depressed by the previous fatigues of the day, 
he has occasionally indulged in composition^ and hence this 
Tokime^ the production of many a pensive^ abstracted hour. 
In publishing his effusions, the highest ambition of the writer 
is to please his subscribers -, and should he fortunately attsun 
this object, he cheerfully resigns all preteAsipnB to more 
liistinguished honours. 
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M, 



.ORNING ! the enthusiastic harp has swept 
Thy praise in glowii^g nun^bers I Every age 
Has pour'd the tribute of immortal song 
To thee, that darting wide the welcome Light, 
Breakest in beautiful succession round. 
The exulting sphere. Nor Man alone uplifts- 
His master voice, the grateful woodland choirs 
Join the grand chorus; — their triumphant strains 
Have sounded thy high praises .from the hour, 

« 

When all thy orbs first sa,Dg aloud for joy. 

And GOD pronounced GOOD the living world!* 

'■.•'■■ 

* *rhe Momiti'g Star^ sang togtethen 

BiBLB. 
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2 BANKS OP TAMAB. 

The lyre of ages and the hymns of bards 
Haye wekom'd thee^ and still the nations hail 
With wide acclaim-thy birtfi. Thou dost bedeck 
Heay'n with enchanting colourings that mock 
The paint^'s inimic sldllj though half divine 
Genius had form*d his pencil. O'er the earth 
Thou strewest liquid pearls, by hx more clear 
And sparkling than the lustres which adorn 
A monarch's gaudy brow. Those cheering gales. 
In which the rery soul of freshness breathes. 
Reviving the delighted world, are thine: 
And sweetly too, the bud, the leaf, the flower. 
Live in thy fhig*rant chapkt, gentle Mobn. 

But not for him who spurns thy precious houf. 
Are these thy hues celestial, nor the gales 
Of freshness, nor the bud, the leaf, the flower> 
That with thee sweetly live, nor general lay 
Of Earth and Sky. O may I henr thy cafi 
Obedient, when the new-bom rayft of light 
Are streaming^ and thefirstA best^. melodies 
Are haiifiig them! O may I stray with thee 
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As the year waadtrt <i^ iH «&tiil yif9%i ' 

For towthy fcH Mai ttata ry iH>e ptt% 

All the pleiui'd ej«i> arwi rictftia-* d4i>r^B l» teii^^>*- 

Beanty and Mnsic^ 3Hte dlli4urf i^y^ m»d Li ft. ^ 

< • 

Away ye slajabin tlMn, Ayr see Mn SUN 
Puiples the east ; the iMriM Litit iMtt left- ^ . 

The shadowy Ts^e te gveet iiim* S^tt&aoir 
The minstrel of the davm Knth carol kttdj 
Salutes the rising «ib^ aiid ob thy battka^ 
Delightful TAMAR, swell the notes that rise 
IVom bash aad faBake jdmI g^ve ;-^iBiy ready hark 
ShaH soon be on tfay atsieani^ and asvsr^aem'jd 
Thy flood more lair, and new tfd tl&a biaes^ 
Of Jane, more softly kiaa tba bmd HAMOABS. 

The dawn is ftur aacrarSumnaf ftnaw. 
The breeze is soft as ever Samoiflv bmRVd^ 
And yet^ inconstant fietdn^ aMMvyaiaoim 
Serene as this which aiair ja^pitrtt oamaa. 
With orient hiie% wvai^My aadanw 
Hmh rnch (1 In thri Miiiiiing iiiaim irftriii 






SAIIBS or TAUABi 



The clouds have risen in the bbdkeiiiiig West, 
And, sailing o*er the exp^etant Earth, have pour'd 
Their wat'ry.treastures down $ the winds have pip'd 
In place of morning's witqbing minstrelsies ; 
And fearfiiUy, the pleasure bark that saiFd 
At blushing dawn, to wind between the banks 
OfTamar, then all t^moothiness, aUjcalm, 
Has struggled homeward, plunging o*er the stream. 
The very stream that like a mirror show*d 
At mom, the azure of the faithless Heaven. 

'' The FACTHiiEas Hbat*n," 1 kve our fickle sky 

« 

Beyond the unspotted asure which fatigues 
The view, in regions of the burning South; 
How glorious is the gilding of our cbuds ! 
How infinite their change of shape and tint ! 
How sweet to see them intercept the ray 
Meridian, and to see the shadows fly . 
In swift succession o*^ .the chequered map J 
And though our clime is moist, ha^.Itdiy . 
Cheering the eye throof^ioat the varying year^ ' 
More pleasant, monideUcioas iheetsiot GBEENI ' 
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*Tis sud ^' thy Tery weeds are beaatifiil/ ' 
Thou yaanted country ^f tbe nacloiided Snn ! 
But we too have eAc)ianting fonns^ and hues 
Most htmUiJul; andwe can walk abroad 
In this our temperate and indulgent dime. 
To gaze^ enamour 'd, on the loveliness 
Of Nature, while her blooming fiice is fimn'd 
After kind showers, by gajes which would refresh 
Thy languid face, IMP£RI AL ITALY ! 

Fair are the provinces that England boasts. 
Lovely the verdure, exquisite the flowers. 
That bless her hills and dde8,-^her stf^mnletis clear^ 
Her seas majestic, and her^prospecii^ all. 
Of old, as now, the pride of British song ! ' ' 
But England sees not on her charming mapj 
Agoodlier spot than our £tte>DEVON;-»«ribli * 
Art thou in all that Nature's hand can give. 
Land of the maicUeuiniM>! : The tyhmt Sun * 
Thy emerald bosom spates^ fbv freipieht ahoirm > 
Drop from the voyaging a|id friendly dbudy =: * 
To cheer thy fdiage, and'to ^wdklliy 4tMbM t ' • 
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Hence all tby monntidft tewBofts list deeoettd 

To stray in mea49« >«sTeiiipe e^ar fidr» 

lly noble riyers^heaoey md iluKl vicli robe 

Of green, throughout Ae varying yew wrfydidotfaee 

The pleasant fields of thy PmummUL 

Let then the wittds, wide vweepiag o*er the tist^ 
And grand Atbntic;, waft aublim^y on 
The big-fiwoln clouds which suddenly obacnre 
Hie face of the blue Heaven -, yet, we who live 
On the bold marge of Ocean, bless the rnSH . 
And happy dimate where no fierce ^clremes 
Of cold and heat aoaaj^ How soft the luree^ 
That from the warm Sooth cones ! how sweet to feel 
The gale Favonian too that o'er the cheek 
Breathes Health and Lifel Nor aie tacqpiring dsfys 
Of radiance waaliQg f oft the monArch «vb 
Holds undisputed ncign^ but cooling airs 
Fresh from thenrSve, the heiom of the West 
Are ever fanaiBg^ and he aeldoin ndes 
With^way tyrann|e, font witktelR|»r*d biitt 
Sheds kindliest idheticfttilbegBatBfiil hUMir 






E'en now he gilds tfey noMe woodii> ColdiNiaf^ 
And see this mnrni*riftg stnod wh^se tt&t is Itfv^ 
By the swift-flowiiig tidfe^ is spnnkM »*ct 
l^th smiling Mends, whe> spite of ftdile skiiSS, 
Trust the &ir promise of the nom> aBd tc^s» 
The summer sail, mid to the flivring wjndf 
Unloose the wanton strettmer. We are IkHUut 
On a delightful yffjt^, and sneh seenes ' 

Await ns, as the memory wcdl may hoM ^ 

While life rettins a pulse. The surging siiifcfi ' 

Has not more folds tbtn Tamar, hut ere noon. 
Each wood-fringed headland Rubied, we shaB pause 
Beneath the fiiasliaftg WEIR,* 

TMs sun-bright day 
Is giv'n to Pleasure. Let not moraHsfs 
Decry the inspiring Hoxiiuy! — ^^the flight 
From all the pun, the bustle of the world! 
Let not the Cpic look witih jaundic'd eye 

*Tlie Tamar is navigable as far as the Weir, which, foUowug 
flie ccceafric coane of the river, Is twenty-one mile* from PfymontiK 
Dock. . 
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On those eiil|?6iiliig bours, whicli^ like the hursts 

Of sunshine: On the wayworn pilgrim*8 head^ 

Dispel the mental gloom^ They are the salt 

Of this OUT short existence $ they bc^foile 

The rugged road of life ; they often brace 

Anew the slacken*d nerves^ refresh the brain^ 

Rouse up the spirits^ and revive.the heart ! 

Let him not look with stem^ reproving glance 

On the snatched joys of those poor prisoners. 

Whom the harsh ^oler, Businsss, in his gripe 

Fastens but too securely. Man is bound 

By artificial ties, where cities rear 

Their huge circumference 3 but how he long» 

To quit them for a season ; how he strives 

Like some imprison'd bird that droops* within 

Its bars, to leave engirting ties behind. 

And feel the breeze of Heaven upon his cheeky 

The uncontaminated breeze, and rove 

In the fresh fields, or skim the river*s breast> 

A joyous denizen of earth. To him 

How grand the mountain's cloudy brow^*— how sweet 

How doubly sweet are sunny vales, how wave 
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The wanton woods^ how freshly flow the fttreanSj 
Responsive to the 9png of morn and eve. 
He sees a million beauties^ which the sons 
Of Lsisuns miss ; for they with heedless step^ 
And vacant eye, stroll oft among the works^ 
The miracles of Nature, nnimpress'd 
By all they see, and undelighted too 
At the soft sounds that ever are abroad ;*- 
The hnm of bee^ the whisp*ring of the breec^j 
The rash of wings, the leap of sportive fisk^ 
The sky's clear song, the music of the leaf. 
And the melodious lapses of the rills. 

He, 'mid the high, the infinite display 

Of Nature, feels new inspiration seize 

His quickening powers -, and if he feel a pang, 

'Tis at the thought, the shuddering thought, that soon 

Of verdant scenes, reviving gales, and songs 

Of the wild wood, the lays of earth and sky 

At once bereav'd, he must retrace his steps 

"Where bloom no flowers, where every flagging air 

Wafts foul contagion through the dftrken'd street, 

c 



10 BANKS OF TAlfAB. 

And Care triumphant all the long» long, year. 
Sits on ber e][)on throne and laughs at Man* 

Then o*er onr bark^ ligbt*sldmming, let the flag 
Of pleasure waye, and let onr summer sail 
Swell with the morning gale. But ere we quit 
Tbe bosom of Hamoaze, the ling nng eye 
Dwells for a moment on the prospects near 
The HOME we prize so much. O still we turn 
Unto that sacred spot with such delight. 
Such aching fondness, that no charm on Earth 
May separate us long ! How strong the power 
Of Local Sympatht — the potent charm 
Which binds Man to his darHng bomb ! and he 
Who values not the leafiness that waves. 
The stream that flows above, around, his cot. 
And to whose view the limner. Fancy, punts 
No flatt'ring picture of his native hills. 
Is to his nature's noblest feelings lost. 

But 'tis not Local Pbejvdicr that prompts 
The lay, when EDGCUMBE is the inspiring theme ! 
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Affection for one yalned^ lionor*d^ nook 

Of Earthy where haply first the light of day 

Broke on our in&nt eyes^ or where our cot 

Uprises^ rendered precious by long years 

Of residence^ may throw illusive grace 

Upon the hills^ the valesf^ the woods^ the streams 

That do encircle it^ — ^but thou hast charms 

Enchanting mount^ which not the Local Lovb 

Too highly values^ or the genial West 

*Alone enamour'd views, for thou art ownM 

*On the drd, (Feb. 18t6,) Gal way Tador, and myself, went on 
shore to see the beantifnl seat of Earl Mount Edgcnmbe. The prospect 
from the highest hiil has greater variety, and is more beautiful than 
on^ I had seen in Englandm The great number of limestone clifiSy 
projecting in groups into the sea ; the numerous bays, the two rivers 
that empty themselves into the harbour, the three towns of Plymouth, 
Plymouth-Dock, aud Stonehouse, the great number of ships of com- 
merce and of war, the hills of Mount Edgcumbe covered with wood, 
and all this comprehended m one view, forms a most striking, lively, 
and picturesque landscape. 

Brofener Smiih^i Joumai of his Voyage to Omgo, with 

Mount Edgcumbe stands on an extensive base; it rues and projects 
like a promontory, forming the western boundary of Plymouth Roads, 
Its sides are majestically shaded by some beautiful old plantations, and 
its summit commands one of the finest prospects England presents* 

o2 
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Sapreme in loyeliness in this our isle, 
Profdsely teeming with unriraird scenes ! 

Thine is the monarch oak^ the sturdy growtU 
Of ages, long triumphant o*er decay. 
And thine the venerable elm that loves. 
Of old, to stand in stat^y row. Around 
The chesnut throivs its amplitude of shade. 
And many a brave exotic too exults 
In soil and clime aU-&v*ring as its own. 

On the cast, the spectator bebolcto, as if beneath bis feet, theroad and 
the vesseU lying at anchor. The luof narrow line formed by the town 
of Stooehome, is dUtiiictly marked; in front rise the citadel, and 
i&saUUed barracks of the Royal Marines ; and in Che rear, tbe magnifi- 
cent naval and ordnance hospitals. Farther to the left, the Hamoaae 
scads ofi (mnneroas and deep ramificatioDs from both its banks, as the 
tronk of a vigorous tree shoots forth its branches ui all directions. 
Along an extent of tapwards of fonr miles, its principal conrse is filled 
by ve sse ls , frigates, and smaller ships of war j some entirely dismantled, 
othen rigged, fally equipped, and ready to join any sndden expedition, 
at a moment's waniiag. Finally, to crown this magaifieeat picture, 
the plains, hills, and high monntains of Devon and Cornwall^ form on 
the east, north, and west, an immense amphitheatre of fields, meadows, 
heaths, ibrests, and rocks. The two extremities of this amphitbeatre, 
extend gradaaSy to the ««eaa, te Uamewe surftee of wblch» prcsenH 
no resting point to the ey^ except Bddystooe LigbUioiifa. 

Dnpijr* 
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Tliine the grand Cedak Of ^fkonaoiis bongli 
And trnnk stnpendoQS^ — ioarCely LUmnns 
Outyies the giant atranger ; by ita aide 
Upshoots the sable Cork. The forest teetna 
"With forms of majesty and beanty ; some 
As the light poplar bend with every sigh 
Of Zephyr, and some scarcely bend their heads 
For very mightiness, when wintry storms 
Are maddening the seas I 

O when the breath 
Of Spring is on thy renovittod hill. 
When all the buds are leapiqg into leaf. 
And the broad sheets of early foliage clothe 
Anew, thy waste of bongh, delicions *tis 
To look on thy peninsula. When rests 
The beam of Sianmer on thy pomp of woods. 
Grove over grove a&cencUng frMn the edge 
Of the brown cliff, to where the wild van lilta 
Its crown of junes, aad ^\» impressively. 
Rest at high noon beneath l^e bright serene,-^ 
Breezeless the land, waveliss the ciroUag aea« 
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Above all green and glowing^ all below 
Blue with that girdle of the Atlantic — bine 
And studded o'er with diamonds wMch the Sun 
Has sprinkled on it^ every stranger eye 
Brightens with extacy I 

Bnt when the gale 
Of solemn Antumn moans around thy hill^ 
In strange> and hoUow^ and prophetic gusts. 
When all the glory of the Summer day 
Departed, touching hues adorn thy woods, — 
Umber, and gold, and purple, and the green 
Which lingers yet, — O where has Earth a scene 
So beautiful ? 

The ever-shifting VIEW 
Is thine, and as he saunters through thy glades. 
The charmed spectator sees, at every st^sp. 
New combinations rise. Descried from far. 
Straying between his headlands, Taicab rolb 
His sinuous course 'mid foliage, flowers, and songs. 
Until he mingles with the azure Sound, 
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The reservoir of rivers. Silv'ry bays 

Are seen where commerce lifts the peaceful sail^ 

Or where the war-barks rise y the indented coast 

Frowns .with wave breasting rocks^ nor does the eye 

Forget the proud display of bustling towns 

And busy arsenals^ and cliffs high crowned 

With pealing batteries^ and flags that wave 

In the fresh Ocean gale^ but glances off 

With more delight to mark the rural xeign, — 

The leaf-envelop*d mansion on the hill. 

Looking into the broad-ey*d South j . the cots — 

Sweet cots that love the shade, the village spire 

Uprushing through the trees, — ^a vast display 

Of loveliest objects, widely scattered o'er 

The bold and billowy landscape, — ever cross'd 

By tho$t warm hedge-rows which make England seem 

A region of fair gardens^ 

Dartmoob rears 
In the dim distance his cloud-cover *d head. 
With granite girdle sweeping nearly round 
The varied map^ until he plants his foot 
Sublimely in the loud Atlantic wave. 
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But who that climbs the brow sublime^ and theucc 
Surveys the dr<sad inmensity of sea. 
Wild heaving oftea here^ and seldom lnll*d 
To deep tranqniUity^ e*en by the hnsh 
Of Snmmer, feels not pleasure, wonder, awe 
Alternate, as in breeie, or gale, or storm. 
He gazes on its bosom ! On the waste 
Of waters, rolling from the birth of Tiiae> 
The great and fethom^ess Ocean, swathing round. 
As with a girdle, this stapendons Earth, 
The eye would dwell for ever ! Every shore 
The wave of Ocean visits. On it roams 
Through the bright burning zone where ardent gales 
Cool their scorched pinions in it, Indian airs 
From bowers of bliss, waft o*er its smiling face 
Perfumes of Paradise, and round the poles. 
Startling the eternal solitudes of snow, 
Tlie restless wanderer howls ! 

And with a voice 
Loud as the thimder peal, it wildly bursts 
Upon thee, Edgcumbe, when the dark South W^t 
Is battling with it $ but when gentie lurs 
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Have calmed the angry deep> and on ito fact 

The ships again are sporting, soothing *tis 

To listen to the moan of Ocean, as 

It kisses the smooth beach, or wantonly 

Plays in the echoing cliffs. From Maksr's HfilOHTS 

Beheld, how often have Britannia's fleets 

Swept on their trackless course. A noble scene 

It was to mark them on their billowy palh, 

AVing d by the fay'ring gale, while every ship 

Pointed her emulons canvas to the bseeze. 

In eager controversy which should win 

The wat'ry race, and at the eventfiil goal 

Be first ! The foes of Albion were inroad. 

Were on the salt wave, and no other flag 

Must float o'er Ocean but the unconquer'd Cross 

So known^ so dreaded ! Many a time those hills 

Have heard the shouts of Victory upswell 

From the returning heroes — many a time 

The applauding cheers of Englishmen have peal*d 

Around the conqueror's ears the WsifCOMB Homb ! 
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The Austral breezes blow, our sails are fiU'd, 
And rapidly the tranquil *Thanckes recedes. 
With what a soft retiring air it steals 
From the rude world, scarce conscious of the '^ roar 
That Babel sends through all her gates." *Tis sweet 
So near that world to be, and yet to rest 
In stillness deep amid the friendly shades 
Where virtue loves, to dwell. Thy hero lives 
No more, fair Thanckes, — the tomb has covered him. 
Illustrious GRAVES, who, when the impetuous foe. 
Deeming himself invindble at sea. 
As on the blood-stain*d land, rush'd madly on, 
Check*d his vain glorious course, and in the crown. 
The naval crown of England, plac'd the gem 
Of fEARLY WELCOME VICTORY. 

• The seat of Lady Graves. 

tThe victory of the 1st of June, 1794', was opportunely achieve J. 
The French, elated by tbeir conquests on land^ anticipated similar 
Irinraphs in the event of meeting the fleet of England at sea. The 
continent awaited with auxiety the issue of the conflict, and the decis- 
ive result of the first great engagement, destroyed the charm of French 
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We gHde 
Through lines of stately ships, and as we pass 
The tale goes quickly round of glories past. 
Of battles won on the great sea^ of chie£s 
Whose daring flags triamphandy were borne 
By this or that &m*d vessel. Noiseless now' 
Is each forsaken structure, save when sounds 
The listless keeper's £t>ot ^ nought eke invades 
The deep impressive silence of those decks. 
Where lately trod a thousand gallant men:! ^ 

The alternate tide now pkya aimind their bows . 
lb gentle leapings, yet the time has beenj it 

When their staunch ribs suceumb*d: beneath the weight 

iii?incibility« For his spirited services on tfais occasion, admiral Graves 
was created a peer of Ireland, by the title of lord Graves, barou Graves 
of Oravesend, in the county of Loodbnderry, He wsis alio relrar<M 
with a gold chain and medal, and a pension of «£l000. per annuip. 
The following year he was raised to the rank of admiral of the white, 
bnt on account of a wound received on the 1st of liine, and hi^^dvaii- 
ced age, he never accepted of any subsequent command. His Ipi^dship 
died in 1801, in the seventy-sixtii year of his age, having spent more 
than fifty years of his life, in the almost uninterrupt^ service bf lua 

country* , . » 
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Of mighty Oceim surges. In these ships 

So solitary now> a gloriona band 

Of IsLind Mariners have girt the giobe. 

Have plovgh'd all seas wiik their ad^^ent'rovs keels, 

Uiuiw*d^ or by the battie or the storm^ 

And have achieved sedi ww id e rs aa may elaim 

The foremost raalt in History'a glowing page. 

And sink the Roman is the Biilidi name ! 



His glorious car the king of day Impeb 
Through the refulgent Heav'n^ and Natore hails 
With one aeoord his presesoe $ b«^ the lark. 
The only bird that in the idds of li^t 
Sings his ehmr antfiem to Ae sovroe of day. 
With liveliest devotion ponrs his strains. 
The woodknds swell with harmony, and Man, 
IVoid Maa Uraself rejoiees ia the ray. 
And br^aihes more freely^ and delights to roam 
Beneath the gkddeoaiag beam. £'e& we who skim 
To day, the river's bosom — we evince 
By cheerfidnefls enlbNiaed m the knw. 
And clearly seen, the mighty influence 
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Of the broad-beaming sunshine. Who can feel 
The inspiring glance of Heav'n upon his cheeky 
And hear the melodies of moni> and breathe 
The essenc*d gales^ and view the smiling hills 
And laughing vales^ and not rejoiee, and bid 
The officious world and all its woes retire^ 
And not disturb him now } Refreshing *tis^ 
Health in the cheeky contentment in the soul^ 
On day so bright as this^ with friends so dear^ 
To hold a joyous holiday | to see ^ 
Eyes glist*Kiing with supreme doKght^ to hear 
Indulging in the tale, the anecdote. 
Close argument, or friendly repartee. 
The well-known, welcome Toiee of those we loW, 
Who like ourselves have stolen fttm the iPorM, 
And for oae dey, at least, ha^ basMh^d Gaie 1 

f 

Flown is the hour ol triumpl^ ! Hamoas^) lift6> 
Still lifts its flag, wild streaning in the gale. 
But all the gallant shew of War is peas^d. 
Unheard the '' note of pfeperatfioii*^ now $ 
How silent where so hto equippl&g ieets 
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Sent up the incessant din ! The deaf ning shouts 
Of conq^ring crews are heurd no more> the gun 
Peals not^ save that which roughly greets the morn^ 
Or bids the sinking Sun^ Farewell $ — ^the sounds 
Roll on the echoing gale^ a moment roll^ 
Startling the tranquil bay> and all is — Peace. 

But or in Peace or War there is no pause 
To the huge labours of that Arsenal 
Whose foot the Tauab Lives. There Science lays 
The solid keel, and on it rears a frame 
Enduring, beautiful, magnificent. The woods 
Of Europe, Asia^ Africa derote 
Their mightiest foliage to form the vast — 
The thunder-bearing strueture, *till, at last. 
By thousand hands piepar'd, the FmMi Ship 
Is ready for the impressive LAUNCH. Hie day 
Arrives, the Atlantic tide is swelling high 
To place her on its bosom. O'er her decks 
The streamers wave ail-gallantly, around 
Enliv'ning music floats, while myriads croud 
Where the bold vessel on her rapid plane 



BANKS OF TABIAB. S3 

Sits proudly. Hark^ the iati^pid artisans 
Remove her last supports ; — a breathless pause 
Holds the vast multitude ; — a moment^ she 
Remains upon her slope^ — ^then starts^ — and now- 
Rushing sublimely to the flashing deep^ 
Amid the shouts of thousands she descends^ 
Then rises bonyantly^ a graceful pile^ 
To float supinely on the blue Hamoaze^ 
Till England the wing*d miracle shall send> 
To bear her dreaded banner round the globe. 

Welcome^ ye smiling scenes on either haud^ 
In quick succession risings fair as new. 
AVelcome the breezy hill, the valley warm. 
The bay with hamlets edg*d, the sinuous creek 
Winding to such a spot as *Weston, rocks 
Beetling o'er fearful depths, the level shore 

* The Tillage of Weaton Mill is seated at the head of a small inlet of 
the Tamar, environed by hills, which surronndit likeanampbttfieatre, 

'' From storms a shelter, and from heat a sbade.** 

The Tampike House, with a small bridge thrown across th« river i 
tiie mill, aud the stream wliich supplies it; in shurt, all thf circuin- 
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Where Tamar oft witluA the green domain 

Intrudes^ and many a promontory bold 

Darting into the flood. Our bark is wing'd 

By fleets auspidous gales^ there is no time 

To dwell upon your charms. Upon the view 

Ye rise like those enchanting images 

Which bless the Poet's dream j ye fill the eye 

With beauty and then mock our vision. Swift 

Ye fly as human pleasures do^ — beheld^ 

Lov*d^ lost ! Broad glittering to the Sun 

His tributary course the Lynher leads 

Between his headlands green. That sweep of wood 

With which luxuriant ^Anthony bedecks 

The southern bank^ seems gracefully to spring 

£*en from the shadowy wave^ where mimic groves 

Display their answering foliage. Breasting there 

The swelling tide^ that lonely fisland mark^ 

stances connected with ttiis sweet spot, are so happily disposed, that 
in almost every point of view, whether from the road, or the sides of 
the hillSy they form a beautiful combination* 

Pictw^esqtte Exeursunu, by H* L Johns, Esq* 

•The delightfal seat of the Right Honorable Reginald Pole Carew. 

t Beggar's Island. 
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Seldom by haman foot impressed. Around 
The surge is moaning, or the sea-bird screams^ 
All noiseless else is that deserted spot> 
Yet pleasing^ fixing, interesting still. 
By mere association with the charms 
Which dwell so near it. 'Tis a well-plac*d foil 
Upon the cheek of beauty ! Either shore 
Presents its combinations to the Tiew 
Of all that interests, delights, enchants 3-^ 
Corn-waving fields, and pastures green, and slopo 
And swell alternate, summits crown*d with leaf. 
And grove encircled mansions, verdant capes. 
The beach, the inn, the farm, the mill, the path. 
And tinkling rivulets, and waters wide 
Presenting here the semblance of a lake. 
There, winding round some unexpected point. 
Now shut, now open. Nor is wanting oft 
Potting the sun-bright flood, the varying sul 
Of barge, or fisher-bark^ or painted skiff 
Of joyous voyagers* 
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The awful spoils 
Of ages> mould*ring o*er her ample breadth^ 
The ruins of a thousand fitful years^ 
England ^splays to him who loves to muse 
Amid those drear memorials. On the brow 
Of yon commanding eminence, appeaf 
Thy relics, Trbmaton ! — enough remains 
Wreck of baronial pride, and pow'r, and pomp. 
Of thee, to tell the traveller how great. 
How haughty, how magnific once ! — alas. 
To tell him, too, on what a basis Man 
Builds lus delusive hopes ! The day is gone 
When rampant o*er thy proud begirting walls 
Floated the war-defying banner, high. 
And to the foeman ominous, it streamed 
0*er thee, and thy departed steel-clad hosts ! 
Those hosU, no more shall stem Amh%tion*s voice. 
The pulse of conflict^ ond the blast of Fame 
Awake t — dMll silence is upon them all! 
The fathomless obscurity of Fate 
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Envelopes them as they had never been! 
It is the triumph of resistless Time^ 
Man and his labours must submit to him ! 
He throws the column from its solid base ! 
He si^s e*en now thy withering remains> 
Majestic Trematon^ and 'till the hour^ 
When he exulting^ on the ground shall dash , 
Thy walls, now trembling to the western gale. 
He clothes them with his spirit-chilling green. 
His dark and fety'rite Ivy, cheerless plant, 
SACRED TO DESOLATION ! 

Ere we pass 
Thy mouth auxiliar Lynher^ we may pause 
Awhile, to mark how smooth a Summer flood 
Maybe, that Winter's irresistless gale o/d 

Lashes to madness. When the leafless groves 



Of Anthony are tossing in the storm^ l u; // j J) 

Here where the sister streams are ming'ling, here "' "o*'^^''^ 
WUd uproar holds dominion. New the swan , .^ .,>;i <:i< ^{> 
On the meek confluence might fieat, nor feel 

A gentle undulation. ,,,^, j,, ,,,^ i 
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Far away 
0*er the bright beaming South that toiling ^hill 
Commands nnrivall*d prospect. Tamar too^ 
From its fam'd f mounts looks over scenes sublime 
And fair^ as this our matchless England holds^ 
Within her world of beauty ! Now we leave 
The broad blue harbour^ and :(Saltash appears 
Beheld with interest^ for though the hand 
Of boastful^ spruce^ and calculating Art 
Has here no level and right-angled streets^ 
And traces here no long unbroken lines 

* Ward, the seat of Henry Harruon, esq. is situated on the rid^e of 
tliis hill* 

t Mooat Tamar, the seat of the late captain Sir Thomas Byard, well 
known for the distingaished part he sustained in lord Duncan's mem- 
orable engagement with the Dutch off Camperdowny stands on the 
brow of an acdiyity adjacent to King's Tamerton, and commands a 
fine view of the adjacent country ; the prospect however, is seen to 
greater advantage from some broken ground which rises rather to the 
eastward of the house* Here, after toiling op the long ascent from 
Weston Mill, in which curiosity is excited by partial disclosures, a 
most magnificent prospect presents itself, composed indeed of very 
dissimilar parts, but admirably combmed, so as to form a perfect whole. 

JExcurnotu b^ H. /• Johm^ JEsq* 

t Saltash has long been, and it still coutinues to be the favorite resc^rt 
of many of our gallant naval officers* 
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Of buildings tinifonn^ there is a charm 
In thy irregular rash adown the hill^ 
Saltash^ and the dontinned dotting of thy slope 
With gardens which the hand of Leisure {orvop. 
Abodes of flowers and fruitage^ where Repose> 
Fit recompence for years of honoured toil> 
Waits on the sons of Ocean. But the tide 
With force impetuous whirls us swiftly on^ 
Farewell, *till Eve. On high *St. Bude displays 
Its weather beaten tower, a mark for all 
The winds of heaven. The wint'ry moorland storm 
Shrieks wildly round it, but when gentle Spring, 

* The parish charch of St Badeavx stood originally at the distane» 
of a mile from its present site, in a very unhealthy situation near the 
water's edge ; bnt in the beginning of the fourteenth century, the whole 
-fabric was taken down, and rebuilt witli the same materials^ on the 
tpot where it now stands* The expence of this laudable undertaking 
was defrayed solely by Robert Bodokshed, esq. who resided at the 
mansion house of that^uame, in the parish ot St. Budeanx* By a seeming 
Natality, his own daughter, who died sliortly after, was the first person 
whose remains were deposited, within the precincts of the new pile; a 
circamstance which, at that dark period, no doubt, excited many pious 
and superstitious conjectures. 

For a detailed account of the family of Budoksbed, read Princc% 
"Worthi^ of Devon." 
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Calming the elemental strife^ has kissed 
The airy brow and sprinkled it with flowers. 
And Budshed clad with leaf, let him who loves 
To see the rural and the grand combined 
In one vast view> stand near the tower of Bude. 

* Survey *d from that Mgh standi the Tamar seema 
Enclasp'd by the green hills ! the prying eye 
Discovers no peninsula^ no point 

Round which he winds^ but an apparent lake 
Spreads its broad mirror. Here the varied bank 
Bushes abruptly to the tranquil flood^ 

* Leaying this diversified prospect in the rear, (the view from Moont 
Tamar,) a new scene suddenly bursts on the sight, so uistantaneons in 
its disclosure, and so different from the preceding, that it appears to 
be tiie work of enchantment. The Tamar, stiU a principal olject, 
here re&igns its chairael like aspect, and, apparently environed by the 
surrounding hills, assumes the character of a lake, presenting a wide 
expanse of water, where all the vestiges of the harbour, aad indeed 
every characteristic of the former view are lost. 

This scene, though nnlike the preceding, is however equally beantifQi. 
An air of simple grandenr pervades the whole, and every ol^|ect tends 
to inspire the most soothing tranqoillity. The field a4ioinuig the wes- 
tern side of the church-yard, is the spot from which this glorious view 
4i Me6 to the greatest advantage. 

Picturesgue MxcurHont, hy H* /• Mm$f Ma§^ 



BANKS OP TAMAR. 31 



And now there hand of cultivation leads 
The plough e'en to the brown and level beach. 
Far as the glance can reach, rich cultured fields 
Diffusive stretch, with yellow harvests crown*d. 
And blessed with herbage for the snowy flocks 

Wide scatter'd, or recumbent on the plain. 

Or cropping the luxuriant hills. The trees 

Thick cluster near the village spires, and oft 

Display where Wealth within his summer-bower 

Reposes. Soft the landscape melts away 

Into the billowy distance, where the eye 

Resting upon the shadowy moor, discerns 

HuNOESTON with head majestic, looking down 

On distant towns and hamlets, fertile vales. 

Hills, lawns, and woods, and streams — a map immense. 

The tide swift flowing, fills yon spacious bay. 
And spreads a sheet deceptive, broad but scant ; 
The fields that lie beyond it freshly wave 
Thdr seas of verdure. ^MoDiroN appears 

*Moditonhain U a delightfii] residence, and owes all its modem beau- 
ties to the iplrlled liberality of JOt^ Mid Mrs. Carpenter. The house is 
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Deep seated in tbe foliage of the hill> 

And rising o'er the wood-cloth 'd creek which winds 

A course perplex'd^ yet pleasant to its foot. 

Above it^ on the midway slope^ the tower 

Of BoTUSFLEMiNG rises. Who loves not 

At happy distance, to discover thus 

The house of God uplift its ancient walls, 

Wreath'd in the verdant honours of the y^r ? 

Within that si^;red fane have race on race. 

The children of the upland and the dale. 

Devoutly worshipped 3 — and beneath the mounds. 

The grassy mounds which stud the village-yard 

Withdrawn to rest, at last. 0*er some of these 

The flight of centuries has passed, alas. 

Above the wept renudns of others, yet 

a liandsome freestone buildiug ; its interior is well finished, and fitted 
up in a superior style of elegance. Tbe paintings are not numerous 
but valuable ; tbe excellence and variety of the drawings are perhaps 
rarely exceeded in a country residence, and fur many of these bea«iifal 
productions, Moditonham is indebted to the genius of Itlrs Carpenter, 
whose love of the fine arts b exceeded only by her unremitting atten- 
tion to the comforts of the indigent, and to the happmess of her family 

and friends. 

Gilberts ** History of Comwall/* 
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The fresh*rear'd hillock wafcs not in the wind 
Its friendly robe of green. 

Up<m the strand^ 
The low and level strand^ not fiir remov'd 
From the blue edge of the nsarping floods 
Is seen the church of LAitDULPH. Oft at eve^ 
The voyager that skirts thy peaceful strand^ 
Listens thy cheerful bells that fling a peal 
Of melody upon his ear. The tones 
Of changeful village bells are ever heard 
With pleasure^ but in spot so sweet as this^ 
Are heard with deep emotion. lAadulph holds 
The ashes of a *CONSTANTINE. Deprived 
By sternest fate of sublunary power^ 

* A mural monument fixed near the altar, and composed ^lely of 
brai»9, bears the Ibltowkig mscription :«- 

" Here lyeth the body of Theodore Paleologus, 

of PesarOy Id Italy, descended from 

ye imperyal lyne of ye late ChriHian emperors of Greeee^ 

being tiie sonne of Camillo, ye sonne of Prosper, ye soane of 

Theodoroi ye sonne of John, ye sotine of Thoma^^ 
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Bereay*d of shadowy greatness^ here he rests 
Softly as his imperial ancestors ! 
Thrice happy man^ well snatched from all the cares 
And crimes which do besiege a throne^ he liy*d 
Unhonor*d as a prince } but haply not 
Unwept by that unbought and generous tear 
Which flows for private virtue^ met his doom^ 
And slept with common dost j — wiih common dust? 
The haughtiest of the Caesars was but greats 
As he exceird his fellow men in all^ 

« 

second brother of Constantine Paleolognsy 
the 8th of that name, aud last of yt lyne yt rayned in Constantinople^ 

until subdued by the Turks ; 
who married wt Mary, ye daughter of William Balls, of 

Hadlye, in Souffolke, gent, and had issue 5 children; 
^ Theodoro, John, Ferdinando, Maria and Dorothy, 
and departed this lyfe at Clyfton, ye 21st of Jan. t6S6.** 

The Tault below this monument tiaving been opened about twenty 
years ago, a single oak coffin was discovered, which on lifting the lid, 
was found to contain the body of Paleologus, in so perfect a state, 
that the features were clearly distinguifthabie* He appeared to be abo ve 
the common height, the countenance of an oval form, with an aquiline 
nose, and he had a white beard of considerable length. The parish 
register of Landulph being imperfect from the year 1628, to that of 
1649y has unfortunately left a great degree of uncertainty with respect 
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That might ''become a man ;** and many filFd 

The ^eastern and the western throne^ who sank 

In vice as for below the vulgar herd. 

And of those too the vilest of the vile. 

As grovling, sordid, monstrous Insts could sink 

The noble form and noble mind of Man ! 

As some majestic tree which Sun and shower 
For centuries have cherished, proudly darts 
From trunk immense, its vigorous branches forth. 
So Tamar spreads his hundred silver arms- 
Among the meads, indenting all his banks. 
With his capacious inlets. Pass we not 
That creek, leaf shaded, on our left, which leads 

to Paleologns amd bis family. The Rev. R. Polwhele, conjecturefl that 
he died at Clifton, while visitiog Sir Nicholas Lower ; be tiiis as it may, 
it does not appear that he ever possessed the manor of Clifton, or any 
other estates in this parish. 

A pamphlet has been published by the Rev. F.V.J. AmndeH, F.A.S. 
rector of Landnlph, on tiiis interesting subject. It is entitled <H)b8er« 
vations on a Monmnental Inscription m tlie Church of Landnlph, 
Cbmwall." This work was read before the Antiquarian Society^ 
January liSth, 1^815. 

Gilhere$ " mowy of QfrnwaU.** 

* Of Constantinople and Rome. 
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The Yoyager to Tamsrtok's still vale 

And beautifol^ without a pawing tear 

To '^him who loy*d it^ and who reared his bower^— 

His classic bower so near it. Gentle bard 

Whom Genias> Talent^ Virtue yet d^lore. 

Long be thy memory revered \ and oft 

As the last beam of Evening gilds the west. 

With pensive step may Plymouth's sorrowing sons 

Be lingering founds where in thy f honor'd tomb> 

Thou sleep'st, — sweet Poet of the X^* Summer *s Eve/* 

« Mr. Bidlake : '' UU poetry is remarkable for tendemen of sentiment 
and chaste imagery, and bis similies, always appropriate, and generally 
beantifnl, have been justly admired* 

t ^ 'Tis not a pyramid of marble stone, 
Tho' high as our ambition ; 
'Tis not a tomb cut out in brass, which can 
Give life to the ashes of a man. 
But yerses only. * * 

Poets by death are conquered, but the wit 

Of poets triumph over it, 

What cannot verse ?" Cowlet. 

X ^ Eural scenery forms tiie pnnctpal subject of the < Summer^ Eve^^ 
.and in this poem he far surpassed his other f>oetic ^fiasions." 
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And thou^ in Tamerton's secluded vale 
Reclined in classic ease^ ah Hqwabd^ vAj 
Remains thy harp so silent } Bid it ring 
Symphonions^ as of erst when Bicxlbiob ckim'd 
The raptnr'd strjoia^ and on our Ust'niog ear* 
Pour the soft rural lay^ or with a sweep 
Sublime^ enchant us with h^oic deed. 

Glittering beneath the morning's potent ray. 
See Tavt roll his unassuming stream^ 
Almost unknown to Farne^ and yet the shores 
Of Tavy lack not aught that may enchant 
The eye of him who^ in the summer bour^ 
Delights to steer his bark where Nature spreads 
Her fairest pastures^ and bestrews her flowers 
With kmad UBBparii^. He may wind his way 
When darts the beam of noon upon his head^ 
And &iid a reAige in ike friendly gloom 
Of high umbrageous cliffs. The clamorous voice 
Of canuueree will not reach him there ! no sounds 
Break on the deep tranquiHity but those 
Mliich from the woodland melodists arisen 
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The thrilling lays of liberty and love. 
Nor let him, as he glides where Tavy meets 
The pastoral Tamar, pass unconscious oh j 
For almost Mdden in embowering groves 
That edge the rocky bank, the ancient house 
Of *Wakleigh rises. Not envdop'd thus. 
But seen at once with all its pomp of trees. 
Clustering above it, fMAuisTowE appears 
On the blue margin of the tranquil flood. 
And, for beyond, the bleak and ru^ed tors 
Of Dartmoor rise sublimely. Waste immense. 
Where silence and sterility abide. 
In stem alliance, through the changing year ! 



. • Warieigb, in tlie time of king Stephen, was the principal residence 
of the ancient family of Foliat, wlio owned the manor of Tamtrton. 
From the Foliats it passed by different intennarriagea, to the Copple- 
stones, from whom, by marriage also, it has become the property of 
the Radcliffes. The mansion is beautifully situated near the junction 
of the Tavy with the Tamar, and the grounds are extremely pleasant. 

t Maristowe, on the eastern bank of the river Tavy, is a seat of 
considerable beauty, now the property of Manasseh Lopes, esq. who 
purchased it for ^65,000, of the daughters and cohdvesses of the late 
Mr. Haywood. Th« inequality of the grounds, windings of the T^vy^ 
and rich hanging woods, which characterize this demesne, present 
many highly picturesque and beautiful views. 
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The beam of ardent summer scarcely cools . 
Its mountain breeze^ and when the snowy crown 
Of Winter^ caps the Alps of Devon^ drear 
Is all that moorland region. Heav*n may help 
The erring traveller there^ when fiercely drive 
The snows around his path^ for Man is far 
From him^ in that dread hour. More lovely seem 
Such scenes as spread round Tavy^ when a glimpse 
Dartmoor^ of thee^ frowns in the shadowy rear 
That bounds the varied view^ and yet thou art 
The fruitful mother of fresh flowing streams^ 
And rivers darting swiftly from thy sides. 
At firsts rude rolling o*er their granite beds^ 
Till in the warm and flow'ry dales they give 
Beauty to all the glowing scenery, — give 
As they wind on their cool translucent course. 
To Devon half her landscapes' matchless charms. 

But see where erst luxuriant harvests rose. 
And sheets of verdure roU'd, ^vile rubbish meets 

* At Bere Alston : tbi8» thovgh only a mean inconsiderable hamlet In 
the parish of Bere Ferris, has the privilege of retanung two membeift 




The eye disgasted;. How tbe t\dn% of gain 
Drags from, tiie bowels of our mother Eai^tb^ 
The unsightly masses^ strewing them where onee 
Way*d the gay woods^ or babbled tte soft brooks ! 
And where the blossoming orchard blessed the view. 
Tremendous ^ARSENIC its fatal fames 
Has breath*d^ and vegetative life has ceas*d^ 
And desolation reigns ! With dauntless hand 
Deep into realms of gloom the miner cuts 



to parllameDt. ** Beare" says Risdoti ** was bestowed by WillUm the 
Conqueror on a branch budded out of the honse of Alencon, in 'France, 
and corruptly continneth the name to this day in Bere-Alson." 

There were formerly snielting-houfes here, and the deleterions effects 
of the fumes proceeding from them, were very speedily visible on the 
surrounding countiy. '* Nothing can be mere hostile to the beauties 
of nature, than the processes of mining. Its first step is to level tiie 
little wood with which she may have garnished the spots where slie has 
concealed her ores. It then penetrates into the earth, aqd covers the 
neighbouring soil with unproductive rubbish. It proceeds to poison 
the brooks around with mineral impregnations, spreads far and wide 
the sulphureous smoke of its smelting-houses, blasts vegetation with 
destructive vapours, and obscures the atmosphere with the infernal 
fumes of arsenic and sulphnr." 

* **So dreadfully deleterious," says the humane and enlightened Maton, 
^ are the fumes of arsenic constantly impregnating the air of those pla- 
MVi (sBieitiDg-hoiises) and so, proiuse is the perspiration oeeasiofled by 



His desperate w»y. M^Uftic vi^Hmrs bpiig 
Around the bold aJT^teierj «Dd pute 
"^Consumption thieatefis^ itiU b0 wwks^ •sd letyn 
His subterraoeaa ffXknoik, Mid oft. 
Pursuing to the very jawt of Deikth 
The all-attractive i^M, h» hmts ttbo^« 
. Appalling sound, tk» «tenMt Oeom hinrl I 

Swiftly the shor^ recQ^Q^ for ia the tide 
Our helmsman keeps his cowrs«» and niow a 0de 
Propitious swells the mU llirice b^ppy be 



the heat of the farMQ«s, that thoie who have h^ employ td at them hot 
a few months, become most ^aciated figures, and in the course of a 
few years, are generally la&d in their graves. 

• Mr. Polwh^le tnys tiiat m»re tbfw 9iie Mf the mimag populatiaa 
falls a sacrifice to consumption^ which is brought on by working in 
the damps. 

Bockland Abbey, or Place, a scat of lord Heathfield, is situated on 
the eastern bank of the riv«r Tavy. Here wa% formerly a mona^ry 
of Cisterciaus, founded in 1278, by Amicia, wife of Baldwin de Rivers, 
earl of Devon. About ini« mile oortlb^aMt fftim tka AM^y, is the 
village of BucUand Mopacboriun. Within the walU of the church are 
deposited the remains of some of the Heathfields and Drakes. At the 
east end of the north aisle is a very baRdiH)m<$ momimeot^ lb Ae mcamfy 
of the illastrioQS lord Heathfiifld^ tha ifiqiovtal def€J94«r of G4>xaltarv 

o 



4t BANKS OF TAMAR. 



^^i 



Who^ in life's voyage^ tlins has always met 
With clear indulgent heaT*ns> with ^y'ring winds 
Hope breathing ever, and propelling tides ; 
And steers him, smoothly, to the port of Death, 
With pleasing recollections of the past. 
And rapt*roas visions €^ the fatare. Wise 
Are all thy ways, though dark, eternal God ; 
Thou treadest in a path the vulture's eye 
Has not beheld ! How many who deserve. 
In Man's imperfect view, a worthier fate> 
Are doom'd to wander on a stormy mdn. 
Through the long day, and doubtful dreary night, 
Uncheer'd by sun, or moon, or friendly star ! 
Till, after many an effort brave, they sink 
Worn, spent, unnerv'd, despairing to the deep. 
Closing, triumphant, o'er their heads at last. 

Our pilot trusted not his breeze«wing*d bark 
Across yon broad but all delusive sheet 
Of water j often has the unwary voyager 
Rush'd on the treach'rous flat ! By happier helm 
Directed, we the specious danger shun. 
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And like an arrow^ lo, our pinnace darts 

Through the deep cbanneL So should cantion guide 

The adventurer on the SEA of LIFE I The gales 

Of pleasure^ haply, waft him> and he bounds 

Exultingly, upon the flatt*ring main ; 

Nor heeds the inexperienc'd boy the hints 

Of prudence, and the counsels of the wise 5 

He steers impetuously through dancing waves. 

And oceans of illusive bliss, till now. 

Crashing upon her keel his vessel lies 

A total wreck upon the undreaded reef! 

*' Avoid the shoal,'* t^e sacred preacher cries ; 

The volumes of the dead and living, ope 

The monitory page, alas, in vain ! 

If passion hold the helm, and pleasure fill 

The swelling sail, though Reason, Conscience, say 

'' Avoid the shoal,*' the voyager is lost ! 

Enough of sad re^sclion on the fate 

Of many a hapless mariner that sails 

The sea of human, life. . Nor on tUs hour 

e2 
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Which we have giv*n to pfeunre^ let one care 

Intrusiye casir a gloom. But ibould it ooaie^ 

As come it will upon oieir happiest days, 

O look upon the him «f naitvie, — ^look 

Upon this flood which wiiJi its silT'ry eurre 

Steals round the shooting headlands }^-*-tiew the Mlia, 

The vales^ the babbling bro4» wbidi reU adown 

The flow'ry deQi, tiie sky, the parent 8iui 

Rejoicing over all, and let the hyina 

Of gratitude arise. Theve is a tong 

Full hearted in the sky, a tfconsand lays 

Within the greenwood ringing, to inspire 

The drooping spirits. To the pessiBg bree^ 

Then throw the grim prospestiTe, and enjoy 

Without an anxious thought the piesettt lumr» 

Now roeed the ftet of boM peninseht, 
Tamar conducts the voyager to seek 
The bowers of £un*d Pbntillib. Oft we catch 
A glimpse of the thick kiifiife whidi ovedmge 
Its slopes abrupt, but soosi the cxtatic As^d 
From bank to bank JnnwCTaft vaoding, steak 
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The goodly vision. Every moment brings 
Meanwhile^ inspiriiig views fid fields that roU 
Their grassy seas, ere yet Uie eonq*ring seytiM 
Stills the sweet nndulations. Swiftly coflMS 
The stroke of fate vpon them, lEbr the gde 
Is full of odours from the ilew-mown meaito 
Where, heedless of the ray meridian, T<^1 
Pursues the unremitting blow tbat str^urs 
Grass, flowers, and herbs, in £ragmnt vain f e«tii. 

From lawns imooth shav^B, and from v]ihmife pff 
With waving crops, from dells and stieamlets d.wt. 
And umbrage of the breesy hill, we tiam. 
For see, at once beUl bmting on the eye. 
Pride of the stream, ^PkicnLUiB rears its grovee. 



* Pentillle Castle, the beaotlAi] $€«^t ef Mm IMe €otytmi, ei^. Ii 
seated on a bold kooll which xises aUno&t perj^adkulariy ft«m tbe 
navigable waters of the Tamar. The present superb structure was 
erected from designs by WilKam \f 11 kins, esq. the batldet of £7owning^ 
College, Cambridge, and author of '< JUagoa Qreeui»*' 6e^ Hkti baildingt 
which is iu the Gothic style, is chiefly composed ot Portland btone, and 
lormi a matt striking onament to this fiart of tbe ooimtty* Tbe iato* 
aerisveiy riegMiHyfiniiiindy ea<ttoloMylia»etrtftl»i»tttii«hrtril 
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There is a sweet and holy transport fUls i 
The mind^ alive to Nature* s matchless charms^ 
When thus^ abruptly^ she unfolds to view 
Her fine associations. Beautiful 
Art thon^ Pentillie^ rising o*er the flood 
That round thy foot^ involved as the folds 
Of the sleek serpent^ leads a mazy course^ 
As though it were a pity soon to steal 
The voyager from scenes so passing fair ! 
All eyes are fixed upon the woods^ — the woods^ 
And on that princely structure which they hold 
Within their green embrace ! How bold the bank 
Of Tamar rises vrith its verdurous sheet 
Tree above tree uprushing ! Gentlest airs 
Are playing with the seas of foliage now^ 
And here and there clear green spots meet the glance, 
liike islands scattered pleasantly between 
The billowy leafage 3 and the sun 
Is shining over all^ the skies are blue. 
And Tamar bright and placid. *Tis a scene 

whidows in England. A pedestal in the quadrangle, stipportjt a tuIN 
length statne of Sir James Tillie, in the costume of queen Anne^s reign. 
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Might plant delight upon the brow of Care> 
And make e*en Melancholy wear a smile 
From luxury of feeling ! 'Tis a scene 
Worthy the magic of the painter's skill. 
Worthy his powerful and living touchy 
Whose pencil Genius has made all divine ! 

Sweet Tamar, if thy wanderings ended here, — 
If round the base of this enchanting spot 
Were heard the murmurs of thy utmost wave. 
Who that has traced thy playful course to day. 
Would not return enraptur'd ? If no more 
Were yet to come of those unrivalFd views 
The morning open'd ; — ^harbours broad that bore 
Britannia's floating castles^ glittering sheets 
Of waters, often intercepted by the high 

» 

And breasting promontory 5 heights tliat look*d 
Far over distant Ocean, teeming vales. 
And creeks eccentric, and the frequent bay 
All verdure-fring*d ; and tributary streams. 
With seats of opulence, deep, deep, in leaf; 
And not less interesting to the heart. 
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Those Bestling cotts^s which gesi thy flbored^ 
It were enough 5 but still thou lov^st toleiMl 
The barge of pleasure r^und thy "fiyikig $boreis^* 
And pleas*d we follow the^^ 'tiU^ wrapped in shikd«> 
We moor our bark beneath Ikhy groToSj Ootbhble. 



«t 



Observe that far-fam*d tower^ on which the seal 
Of Time has stunp'd the holiness #1 age. 
'Tis sacred to the dead ! there ^Tiulis revts ! 
Romantic spot ! The &r waves d$rkly ri^nnd 
The pious fane, and through die changeful year 

» At a small distance from the northern side of the mansion, rises a 
natural moant, of a conical foroit planted with ^sok and 9^t evergre<oi. 
The top is ornamented with a stone temple, and beneath its floor is a 
vault, in which $^ir James Tillie, once owner of tliis place, ordered 
himself to be interred, and therein, as he pionily observed, be would 
'*wait the coming of the general resurrection.*' Mr* Gilpin, in hid 
'< Observations on the Scenery of the West of England," inserts the 
following tale :-9 

<< Mr. Tilly, once the owner of Pentillie House, was a celebrated 
atheist of the last age. He was a roan of wit, and had by rote all the 
ribaldry and common^place jests against reKgton and scrtpture, whieh 
are well suited to disphiy pertness and folly, and to unsettle a giddy 
mind, but are offensive to men of sense, whatever their opinions may 
be, and are neitlier intended, nor adapted to investigate truth. The 
brilliancy of Mr. Tilly's wit, however; carried Ihm h d«|pe» further 
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Unfading green is wreathing it. He lov d 
The moant*s fair breast when living, for below 
The stream was ever flowing on his eye. 
Was ever murmuring on his ear. Its banks 
Stole off in wanton windings, and the light 
And gilded pinnace, or the sluggish barge 
Heavy and brown, at intervals, was seen 
Within the liquid labyrinth. Far off 
The landscape stretch'd unto the moorland ridge 
That kiss*d the clond ; the thrush incessant cheer*d 
The bowery depth, the lark was in the skjr. 



than we often meet with in the annals of profaneftess. In general, the 
witty athebt is satisfied with entertaining his contemporaries ; but 
Mr. Tilly Wished to have his sprightUness known to posterity. With 
this view, in ridicule of the resurrection, he obliged his executors to 
place his dead body, iu his usual garb, and his elbow chair, upon tlie 
top of a hill, and to arrange on a table before him, bottles, glassed, 
pipes, and tobacco. In this situation he ordered himself to be iinnmred 
in a tower, of such dimensions as he prescribed, where he proposed, 
he said, patiently to awsdt the event. All this was done, and the tower, 
still inclosing its tenant, remains as a monument of his impiety and 
prufjffieness. The country people shndder as they go near it : 

— * Rellgio pavidos terrebat agrestes 
Dira loci:— — syl?am, saxnmqne tremebant. 

H 
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The bee was wrestfing witli the fi^w'r. And-who 
That spent the day of Hfe hi nodk like this. 
Would not with Tillib wish when life was o*er, 
in the dear spot to sleep the moftal sleep ? 

We steer from point to point, but still the leaf 
Is all thy own Comnbia. Devon spreads 
Her fields luxuriant, but reserres her store 
Of rocks and groTes magnificent, to cheer 
The wanderer*8 eye hereafter. Through the reed» 
With which she plants her shore, a gentle ur 

The interment of Sir James Tillie in this romantic spot, certainly 
gave rise to many ridicoloiui stories, to which an air of probability has 
been given by the narratiye of Oilpin* Bnt nothUig can be more false 
than his account of the body having been placed in a cliair, with a table 
before it, laid out with bottles, glasses, 4kc. On the contrary, the body 
was placed in a coffin, and deposited in a vanlt : and the choice of situa- 
tion will not appear strange; when it is considered, that in the room 
above. Sir James Tillie had pertiaps ei^oyed the most happy hours of 
his life! His last will and testament has lately been examined by his 
heirs at Doctor's Commons, and in this document it is observable, that 
80 ftr from his principles being atheistical, they breathe throughout, a 
disposition fraught with the utmost submission to the will of Divine 
Providence, and a perfect confidence in the wisdom and mercies of the 
Creator. 

^Xh^e^ << JBts<0fy of ComwaU:* 
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Is stealing now^ and peB€»f« HMirm*riiigs me^ 
As if pale Syrinx moMi*d. Tke Z^lq^r «i^*d 
But for a moment^ for the tyisHt S«n 
Scorch*d its light wings : it may not veotiue foith 
To kiss the river's txifiom. E*en Hie kric 
Declines the glowing iieav*n, the woodlwd dboir 
Are silent as at midmght^ and fepose 
Within the shadowy giade 'till Em fihall «sk 
Their melodies again. If MoRifmo bid 
Nature reviving from her rest to bless 
The woodland choir wiA liiwliier eong, bos Eve 
Has too her dying and bewitching fitndns ; 
A magic power is her's, a mmmeleBs ciiam. 
And rich is the repast she ^ea to idm 
Who loves amid h^ fairy reign to rove. 
And hear the lay that Uds the Sm fiupewefl. 

Ye solemn woods how pieaaing M;iB to iAmi 

On this calm floods and And you tbufl at reat. 

In one of Sommer's most iaqiassive sioods 5 

When scarcely steads m migiant jur jteoad. 

To bend the reed, or cneep aaoog the €oweni, 

h2 
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And Sol is hlgh> and holds triumpbant reign 
Over the breezeless^ noiseless earth. And yet 
Tis sweeter far when freshening breezes fly 
Over the earthy to be abroad^ and see 
The sounding forest heave its million sprays 
In the commotion ; and to mark the grass 
0*er all the landscape roll its verd'rous seas. 
Now in broad billows stooping to the sod. 
Now sweeping up elastic to the beam* 

O blessed is he who in the rural reign 
Listens the rustling of the wind swept blade. 
The whisp'ring of the leaf, the hymn of lark. 
The flow of rill, the torrent*s distant roar. 
The burst of matin, and of Vesper song : . 
And whether nature in the summer noon 
Reposes deep, or sends her breezes forth. 
Is ever grateful, loves her changeful face. 
Prefers his peaceful cot with foliage decked 
To all the splendid domes that grandeur rears ; 
And, conscious of lus happiness, contemns 
The specious, heartless pleasures of the town* 
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^Sons of the vale and mountain ! did ye know 
The worth of that felicity which waits 
Upon a rural state^ ye would not wish 
A shelter other than the humble thatch 
That roofs a peasant's dwelling. There are songs 
To cheer you at the dawn^ at eve to lull 
To undisturbed repose^ for Nature wakes 
Her choicest strains for you. Above your heads 
She waves her woods^ beneath your feet she strews 
Her loveliest flowers, on every gale that blows 
She flings her odours. Happily remov*d 
From all the discord of a jarring world, 
Tis only by report ye learn the deep 

* O fortanatos nimium, sua si bona ndrint, 
Agricolas ! qnibus ipsa, procul discordibus armis^ 
Fandit humo facUem victnm juatissima tellos. 



•secora qaies, et nescia falkre vita 



Dives opum variarom, at latis otia fuodisy 
Spelancce, viviqne lacus ; at frigida Tempe> 
^logitusque \ bourn, molesqne \ sub arbore aomni 
Nod absunt. 

ViROUU 
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And fearful bavoc whidi Ambition mskcM 

In courts and cities $ thore Tranquillity 

Is evermore a stranger^ but witk yoa 

Dwells through the hamuMuous seasoiu^. And to crown 

A lot so blissiod^ Hear'n lias granted healthy 

And often length of days. Yoar children ri^ 

Fair as the rose-bud, lively as the fewn 

And innocent, and irerii as the wild gak 

To which tihey bare their bosoms. 

Even now. 
The youthful inmates of the cottage dart 
With unshod feet across the sward, and join 
In the swift race ; while some ascend the bough 
Or line the marge of Tamar to behold 
The passing pleasure bark. The race is o*er. 
The bough is still, suspended every sport. 
And young delq^ht is in each eye ) for now 
Our minstrels have struck up a lively strain ! 
The dulcet flute afraloefiy the ekrionet 
Pipes loudly, and the martid drum peals deep. 
With clashing cyubals joining, and the blast 
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Of echoing horn. The notes that ro«se the brftve^ 
Inflame the enthusiastic soul^ and nerve 
Hie arnij for deeds of darings have distarb'd 
The deep repose, and thiough the startled glades 
Resound ; but, ah ! the harmeiues that r«E 
From tree to tree, when Morning asks the Ikj, 
Are sweeter far ! O when the herald lark, 
Upwinging suddenly from covert green^ 
Shakes his dew-sprinkled wings^ ^nd gaily powm 
His '^elegant divisi<ms,'* what has Art 
Can rival the rich music of the sky ? 

The hardy seaman from Northumbria's lood 
And restless wave, has anchored on this stream 
His weather-beaten vessel. He, no more. 
Or shriek of winds, or howl of Ocean hears. 
And for the mountain surge that capp'd his mast 
So late, he has a plume of graceful boughs 
0*er his unwavVing vane. No impnbe lifts 
The leaf which with unusual concord wreathes 
The dark and storm-worn shrouds. The mariner 
Who paces listlessly the sounding deck. 
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Looks on tke woods above^ the floods below 5 
And^ haply^ as he thinks upon the past^ 
And ponders 0^ the future^ o'er his mind 
The fhtile wish is fleeting that he mighty 
All dangers past^ find in the eve of life 
Bowers of delight^ and moments soft as these. 

In yonder fields where blythe the lambkins play. 
And the brotrn herds of Devon crop the rich 
And juicy herbage 5 just beneath that clump 
Of trees^ still beautiful though ancient^ stood 
The mansion of Honestus. He had thriven 
By dauntless industry, for he had borne 
Unshrinking, 43ummer*s heat and winter's cold 
Through half a century; and as he sank 
From life's meridian, gratefully he look'd 
Upon the past, and in the future saw 
Visions of happiness. He deem'd that age^ 
If Providence should bid the hand of Time 
Shed silv^er o'er his brow, would kindly come. 
As a warm welcome ray on arctic climes. 
And find him circled by a happy group 



*^*»^f^ 



^.¥ 
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Of duteous children. But of those who bIoom*d 

Like '^ olive branches" round his table^ one 

Lay nearest to his heart ; and who can> blame 

The yielding parent^ for Eli2a was 

His imly daughter^ and the last that rose 

Of all his race^ to hail him l>y the dear 

And sacred name of father. Every glance 

Reminded him of her who in the hour 

Which gave Eliza birth^ escap'd the throes 

Of poor mortality^ and left him here 

Heart-stricken^ but submissive to the hand 

That had dissolved their union. Faultless was 

The maiden in his sights and she in truth 

3y soft obedience and unfeigned love> 

Repaid his tenderness. Each day pass*d on 

Smooth as a summer sea. The parent look*d 

At life's horizon and beheld it clear. 

Nor dream'd of gathering storms 5 he ventured much. 

Too much of Hope 'on the frail bark> and, ah ! - / 

Tht wreck vm$ toUil! • 









iFairesto^fUie&fr;' ' ^^ 
'Mid Devon's maids she long unetavied mdy-dj «= ' '' ' 



> 



I 
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For meekness, modelty^ diearm'd Um shafto 
Of Enyy^ and the breaMi of Slander> yet, 
Envenom'd^ had not r9«ch*d lier. Thva the reign'd^ 
Unconscious of her empire, though at lair 
As she who at her fset in silken chaiaa 
The conq'ring Julius hrid, and laid a spell 
On the voluptuous Antony ; or she 
Who way'd Love's cresset from the Sbsttan tower. 
And long the social circle's pride and grace, the light 
Of her fond Other's eye, the maid had liv'd. 
But that in evil hour a viUaia stole 
On the domestic heavens mtditith'tW guile 
Of the old sopent and auceess aa viler 
. Destroyed a paradise below I 

There ere 
Who boast of deeds it should be death to do ^ 
Who glide into a sacred Home> and steal 
A virgin treasure thenoe, and vainly prate 
Of such achievements ! Them the last wild ay 
Of the deserted maid, the mother's shriek. 
The fether's agonizing sigh affect nol ; they 
Are pleasure's voterieSj aud round the land 
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Prowl like fell wolvei^ and on the Imfluui feifl 

Batten luxuriously ! Of tliese> well tldU'd 

In arts seductive, with a face as Mr 

As Hylas*, was Eugenio. From tlie eamp 

He sauntered where the hapless TSrgin steray'd 

Through Devon's flowery vales. Snrpriz*d to find 

Such loveliness among the shadss, his eye 

Beamed with licentious hope, and soon his suit 

The raptur'd youth preferr*d. lie told hb tale, 

Vow*d, flatter'd, sigh*d, aad oft at Beauty's lam 

The gaudy, guUefol traitor how*d 3 . / aii d h ow> ' d 

I^ conquer, lor^tiie isvaMUrpvbo 

He w^ I — ^Eogema trmMi'd: ) ^ 



ClCi^C La. 



From Mr nom^ 

He lur'd his victim, bvt her natlv« bower. 

Slave as she was to love, ^ oovld not leave 

Without emotions which had well nigh sni^*d 

The chains of Ptosion. As she trembling hung 

On him who with endearments fsnd as &lse. 

Still urg*d her onward, and the shades of £v^ 

Fell deeply round iisr 5-— at the tssl^ last, look 

i2 
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Dimm*(l by affection's tear she homeward threw> 

Her senses reel'd ; bat to his purpose tme . ^ . 

The stannch sedacer bore-her to his bark, - ^ ■" 

And silently adown the moonlight stream 

The breeze-wing'd ii^essel gli4ed. 

On the ear 
Of the confiding father, peaVd the news 
Of his £liza*s flight ; and from that honr * 
No smile passed oyer his wan cheek* His sons 
'' Rose np to comfort hi^i," yain aid ! he stood 
As if in this wide world he were alone ! 
Like the old patriarch he shnnn'd relief 
And spnm'd at consolation. Yet his eye 
Wept not : intensity of sorrow, dried 
Heart-easing tears, and in his bosom he 
Nourished his griefis, 'till in the tomb was laid 
That broken-hearted man ! 

The tidings reacfa'd 
The hapless exile > — ^reach'd her too wh6n she' 
Had found on what a re^ that wpman leans 
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Who trusts a lover's promise when he seeks 

To snatch her from a parent's shelt'ring arm^ 

And watchful guardian eye. And now her cap 

Of misery was fall. Poor wanderer, she '^ * 

Was but ill-form*d the buffetings to brave 

Of stern adversity. As droops the hud 

Before the withering blasts from day to day 

She pin'd, unable to withstand the gale 

Which smote her youth ; and^ far from home^ nnsootk^^ 

Unwept^ a pilgrim in a stranger Itod, 

She bowM her head upon the grave's cold breast^ 

And rested on the bosom of a friend ! • x 

Ye giant oaks with years and honours crown'd ! 
Ye tow'ring elms^ and chesnuts vast thiat throw 
The bough immense^ involving all beneath 
In almost midnight gloom ! — ^ye foresters. 
Majestically rising round the pile 
Of ancient, proud *Cothele ! O who can look 

« Cotbele, a seat of the Right Honourable the £«rl of Momit 
Edgcnmbe, had in former timet, owncn of the same name, whictf 
ended at last, in Hihiriay (daughter of William de Cothele, knt) wlio» 
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Upon you^ thus array'd in flmnmer pride. 
And not associate with the noble scene 
Hie tales of other days ! The visions rise 
Of centuries long flown ; aad fincy sees 
Bold chiefs who made tiie menry wild- wood ring 
With hound and horn, or at the tnimpet's call 
Loosed their bold banner to the breeze. Within 
The leafy glades, she eyes the belles of old 
With knightly train attendant. Ftos'd are all 
The glories of Cothele ; for time has laid. 
Full low, the biDw of chivalry, and dimm'd 
The glance of lady's eye. The grave has op'd 
Its jaws for race on race of brave and &ir. 
And they are vaBish'd,**-van]sh'd with the bower 
Which then hung o*er them -, for, like feeble Man, 

carried thu manor, and many other lands, in marriage to William de 
Edgcambe, hi the reign of Edward III. 

The present honse was evidently erected ahoat the time of Henry VII* 
The wooded gronods which surroond it are of the grandest description,, 
particularly at that part which is situated between the mansion and 
the ri?er. This romantic space is crowded with oaks and Spanish 
sImiMitii of an hnmeas* tiwu ^ We thought these chesuats," aheerves 
Wpia, ^ searcflsr inferior in gtaadeor to tlie prondat oaks. Tha tree 
an vUokiattatir Bntahai hang fidipat, ia eiaeliy one q£ tbtm*" 
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The patriarch oak must Adl^ llu>iigh agos fly 
And find him blooming 8tilL To €onq*riiig &te 
He yields at last^ while roimd his nptom roots 
Light scions rise^ that^ in the gentlest sigh 
Of zephyr waving^ nod their wanton heads 
Above the prostrate monarch of the woodL 

Amid the verdore of the steq^y bsak» 
The rocks jut ont^ in careless grandcvr pil'd ; 
Nature has stained them with her pencil^ — some 
On their rongh sides her beanteons lidienB wear. 
Or white or yellow 3 — others have a wreath 
Of ivy> glossy, green and dark. Between 
The granite masses rise the trees and climb 
The precipice, until they scale its brow 
Triumphantly ; while in the flood below. 
All that adorns the bank appears again 
Inverted. Paithfally the mirror shows 
The lowliest flower that blooms upon its rnarge^ 
The qniv'ring reed, the ascending grove, the roeks 
With their rich colourings 5 and the beauteous swap 
U h«re fae oar'd Us way, might see his bow 
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Of snow reflected in the liquid world. 
And there is stiUness too that may be felt^ 
No sounds pro&ne this holy solitude ; 
No flitting wing is heard^ nor sudden leap 
Of sportive flsh, nor gush of woodland song : 
Silence upon the waveless bank might hold 
Her solemn court, beneath the shelt'ring woods. 
And with her sister. Contemplation, pass 
Hie pensive hour in mental converse high. 

While yet we gaze, the helm has tnrn'd the bow 
Of our light pinnace to the shore, and lo. 
The ^Chapel on the rock, the votive fane. 
By Edgcumbe rear'd, appears among the boughs 

*T1ie account which is given by Gilpin, of the e&cape of Coihele or 
Coteil, 18 evidently more entitled to credence tiian that which is gen- 
erally received. He says, ** The party of Coteil being beaten, he fled 
for his life ; and as he was a man of consequence, was closely pnFsued* 
The Tamar opposed his flight. He made a stiort vow to the Virgin 
Mary, threw hhnself into the river, and swam safely to the promontory, 
before which we now lay on our oars. His upper garment which he 
bad thrown off, floated down the stream, and giving occasion to 
believe that he had perished, checked the ardour of pursuit. In the 
meantime Coteil lurked in his own woods, 'till a happier moment, and 
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That stoop to clasp it. Age on age has flown 

Since, here, he dash*d into the stream, and reached 

The very promontory where the pile 

His piety uprais*d, now stands. He plnng'd 

For life and won it. He had nobly leagued 

With Richmond Against the tyrant 3 — him who stole 

Another's diadem, and basely crept 

Upon the sleep of innocence, and thought 

By foulest, midnight murder to secure 

His sanguinary throne. The gallant chief 

Pursued by usurpation's bloodhounds, roam*d 

In his own woods an exile. Haply here; 

in the day of security, raised this cbapel to the holy Virgin, his pro- 
tectress, who had the fall honor of his escape." 

**This building was repaired in 1769, by George lord Edgcnmbe/ the 
lineal descendant of Cothele. In the east window is some painted 
glass, representing the fignre of a female saint, St. George and the 
Dragon, the cmcifixion, and the amis of Edgecnmbe, and Dnrnford. 
On tiie altar stands a gilt crucifix of wood, and a small image of a 
bishop, in pontificals. Over the altar are two old Gothic paintings ; 
that on tlie right represents an angel, holding in his hand a sceptre, 
on the top of which is a bird ; and the other, which is placed on the 
left, represents a female figure with a book in her hand. A painted 
tablet, affixed to the south wall, represents a monument of Sir Richard 
jEdgecumbe, the founder of thi& chapel, and comptroller of the house* 

K 
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Conceal'd, as passed on leaden wings the hour. 
He gaz'd «pon the bark which glided by^ 
Or look*d upon the landscape as it lay 
Outstretch*d befax e him. 0*er his I . .<ad awoke 
The music of the leaf> or cheerly rang 
The lark's bewitching strains ; but what are these t 
What are the minstrelsies of earth and sky 
To him who is not free to breathe the air 
Of the full open landscape, and who starts 
And feels his heart-blood curdle, if the breeze 
But move the delicate aspen } What the forms 
Enchanting, which inspiring Morning showSj 
To one who fears the broad-ey'd dawn will guide 



hold to Henry VII, by whom he was knighted at the battle of BoswoHb 
Field. It appears by the inscription which is carried round the borSer, 
that being sent to France on a public embassy, he died on his retarni 
at Morlaix, in Brittany, September 8th, 1489, and was bnrit d betofc 
tlie high altar of the convent church at that place. He is here pour« 
trayed in the habit ot a knight, in elegant armour, kneeling on one 
knee before a desk, his helmet and gauntlets tying by his side. Before 
him stands a bishop in his robes, and in the centre of the monument 
are a plain cross, and the arms of Edgcumbe At the west end of the 
ebapel is a fine painting^ which represents the entombing of Christ." 

Gilbeffg « Hi8i(,rif qf ComwalW 
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The prowler's step } and what are all the Bounds 
And hues divine of Eve^ if chance he dread 
His stony conchy lest sbiv'ring he should wftke 
Poor hunted victim^ in the iniirderer*s grasp > 

Hard by, the peasant shews the shelter 'd tale 
Through which the Danes held on their mthless w%y 
To Hengeston's bloody eminence^ and still 
He names that valley Danescomhe, Proudly pass*d 
The long array of banner^ lance^ and plume. 
To yonder mountaiA side. The shodc was fierce 
When Britooy Dane, and fikdcon met -, the dead 
Strew*d the ensangain'd field. That fearful day 
Has made the moorland mesumble, nor 
Has Time yet smoothed with his all levelling hand. 
The mounds that Piety resur'd i^'tt the slain. 

That ^tower by Bdgctimbe i^ar'd, commands a view 
O'er Devon's fields and €ornwsdl*B billowy sWard 

* This tower is observed above tlie woods of Cotbele, and coiimiamh 
most striking views. A oMmg an iafinity ef adjeeto, Moant Edg«iinh«^ 
tlie seat of the Right Honorable the Earl of Moimt Edgcunibe, is di8« 
tinctiy seen. 

k2 
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Magnificent, and happy he who thence/ 
As the year changeful rolls, surveys the face 
Of all that teeming landscape. He who stood 
On Rsgah's top, i^nd far o*er Judah look*d^ 
Unto the '^ utmost sea," saw not within 
That prospect more of beautiful or grand. 
Than that which Cothele's tower pres^nt^ to tun 
Who climbs its breezy battlements. 

The tide 
Has borne us swiftly onward, yet how smooth 
The powerful impulse ! Time, too, unperceiy*d. 
Has darted by with more than lightning speed : 
How soon the hour, when Pleasure crowns our heads 
With garlands, vanishes ! but not unmark*d. 
Nor unadmir'd, were the scenes which rose 
In fair succession on the flying shores. 
Now voyaged we beneath the pensile bough. 
Deep shading all below, and now we held 
Our course in the full sunshine j following still 
Where'er convolving like the wanton eel 
Old Tamar led his flood. Each moment brought 
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Fresh pleasure, for to him whom Nature charms^ 

There are exhaustless sources of delight. 

Whether he cleaves the stream, or walks the field. 

Ascends the hill to throw his eager glance 

O'er the wide prospect, or reflecting strays 

Through the peace loving vales. Across his path 

The butterfly flies not on golden wing. 

But straight he hails the wanderer that loves 

The bright and breezeless June. The buzz of bee 

Is music to his ear, and oft he stands 

To mark the busy chymist as he toils 

Through all the sun-bright hours. No smiling knot 

Of early primroses, upon the warm 

Luxuriant southern bank, appears, unhaiFd 

By him 5 nor in the high and dustVing hedge 

Does Flora plant the flow*r that gives the wind 

Its odour, that sweet honeysuckle, which 

Is fair as fragrant, but his well-pleas*d eye 

Acknowledges its charms. Intent to mark 

Each object thus, delighted to survey 

Those forms and hues which Nature ever shows 

In infinite display, the flight of Hme 
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So rapid, we m&ik'd not^ nor yet the force 

Of the impetuoas tide j and, lo ! «re yet 

We deem'd it near, see Calstock's hamlet rise. 

Sublimely seated on yon airy ridge. 
High peering o'er the woods, the village church 
Lifts to the cloud its venerable tower. 
The peasant thence, exulting, looks on all 
The boundless prospect 5 bat his raptor *d eye 
In all the goodly picture sees no spot. 
So dear to him as that beloved vale. 
Where his cot, straw-roof *d, borders on the stream 
Of his own wand'ring Tamar. Priz'd by him 
Is his abode of bliss. The momiag gale 
Steals through his leaf-hung lattice, breathing round 
The odours of the garden 5 and how sweet. 
How cool, how all-reviving, is tiie bree2e 
To him, of fragrant Evening. 'Tis the hour 
Of grateful, welcome, rest. Relaxing then 
On the oak bench before fats cottage door. 
Surrounded by his children, pleas'd he lool:s 
On the rich harvests waving romd ; tiie fields 
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Strew'd with the odorous bay, the orchards himg 

With crops of fairest promise \ — or his eye 

Rests on the sun irradiating all 

The glowing West with his celestial haes t 

And as the twilight slowly^ solemnly 

Approaches, lulling Nature to repose, 

'^ And light and sound are ebbing from the earth" 

Poor were the treasures of the radiant Ind, 

To purchase raptures exquisite as his. 

O sweet reposing cots ! O mansions fiur ! 
That rear your snow white fronts 'mid bowers of bliss. 
What charms have palaces compar*d with yours ? 
What has the regal dome that men should wade 
Through seas of blood to reach it \ Ye who liye 
Where wreathing tlurough the deep embowering grove. 
The tell tale smoke upcnrls, are hi^icr hx 
Than the proud monarch of the proudest realm 
That Earth has on its bosom ! In the gay 
And glittVing fane, let trains of courtiers wait 
Watching the nod of royalty $— a king 
Is solitary in the servile crowd. 
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For there he lacVs sincerity and truth 

To guide his erring footsteps ! Him no airs 

Of morn salutes, for grandeur seldom hears 

The lark that hails the dawn ! To you are left 

"Who live within the deep retiring dale. 

The aH supreme of pleasure, though despis'd 5 

For Peace, dhd Health, and meek contentment love 

To dwell, for ever, in the rural reign. 

Now martial music makes the woodlands ring^ 
And its full streaiii, harmonious, pours along 
The shores- 3 but, ah! no ''rosy crowned Loves" 
With ''antic sport,** and ''blue ey*d Pleasures'' frisk 
Light in the frolic dance ! Nor shall we see 
The *wood gods peep from alleys green 5 but mark ! 
How Labour on the high and sunny slopes 
Listens delighted ! how "brown Exercise*' 

* Xor in the woodland seek I fancied gods. 
The worn ont themes, unfit for modern times ; 
Nor fairy train though sacred made to song 
By one more dear than all of Grecian name> 
Immortal if hakspeare ! 

^ BlOLAKK. 
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Suspends bis ardent toil ! Tkoee hifetit gr<mpes^ 
^Vho for the insatiate Md d^^Ofirilftg toWft^ 
From day to day^ inomsant^ phick the ripe 
And luscious strawberry, are wcrtidYing toe> 
At the strange minstrelsj whidi Cht» iflvades 
TIic impressive silence of their Mitite tak« 

Music ! how fasdimtiflg are thy atrttns ! 
Thy magic power hare al! the nattoiM Mt 
E'en from the birth of Time ! The polish'd^ — ^rude>— 
The wandering savage, and the reaflr^nlng sc^. 
Thy influence hare own'd. The mightiest hearts 
Have been subdued 5— the nobiest, feireftt^ forms 
Have yielded to t¥y witcheries ; and still 
Thou hold'st dominion over every part 
Of the wide Earth, but, ah! thy IkT'rite cKme 
Was Greece, immortal Greece ? so silent now. 

But see, how Devon beautifhHy lifts 

Her bank, high peerirrg o'er the eccentric stream. 

Mark, how the pensQe woodlands from the brink 

Of the clear labyrinthian waters clothe 

I, 
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The slopes 5— one deep and dark and graceful sheet 

Of verdure^ climbing to t^e serial ridge ! 

Long has the eye Comubia^ raptor'd look*d 

On thy green border, — on thy graceful hills 

Clad with profusion of the summer leaf; 

But now thy rival plants within the flood 

Her giant masses, her majestic rocks ; 

And waves her mountdn groves, and bprsts at once 

With all her wonted grandeur on the view ! 

Decay, and ruin, and oblivion wait 
On all the prcmdest works of man ! He lifts 
His daring ecUfices to the skies, he piles 
His gorgeous temples, and proclaims how great. 
How &ir, how durable, his cities are 3 
And their foundations deep within the rock 
Triumphant lays I But stiU the mouldering hand 
Of Fate is on Ms noblest towers, and sweeps 
His columns and his cities from the earth 
l^th such wide-wasting besom, that no trace 
Remains to tell the traveller where stood 
The boasted structures once ! What wonder then 
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If (as the *poet sings) thy turrets rose 
Harewood^ in yon peninsula, that they 
Have yielded to the Desolating Power 
Which stalks the universe ! O where around 
Thy black-brow*d battlements arose the groves. 
Enwrapping in their deep-dark gloom the prize 
By f treachery won 5 — the all-resistless maid 
Elfirida, Devon's daughter? Here she liv*d 
Almost unseen, (like some delicious flower 

*Harewood is the place selected by Mason, for the scenes of love 
and distress attendant on the marriage of Atbelwold and Elfrida. 

Gilberfs ** Hisiory of ComwallJ' 

Antiquarians suppose that the seat of the lady's father, Orgar, eari 
of Devon, was at Werrington, on the banics of the Tamar. This seat 
is now the property of his grace the dake of Northumberland. 

t Tlie story is well told by Goldsmith :— '^ Bdgar had long heard of 
the beauty of a yonng lady, whose name was Elfrida, daughter to the 
earl of Devonshire ; but unwilling to credit common fiime in this parti- 
cular, he sent Ethelwald, (or Athelwold) his favourite friend, to see, and 
inform him, if Elfrida was indeed that incomparable woman report had 
described her. Ethelwald arriving at the earl's, had no sooner cast his 
eyes upon that nobleman's daughter, than he became desperately enam- 
ou red of her himself. Such was the violence of his passion, that forget- 
ting his master's intentions, he solicited only his own interests, and dc- 
nianded for himself the beautifhl Elfrida from her father in marriage. 
The fiivourite of a kbig was not Hkely to find a refusal, the earl gave his 
consent, apd their nnptials were performed in private. Upon fats retnm 
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That, far from haman -eye, adprns the gkn;) 
And, haply, liv'd enaoio«r*d of the shades, 
And sigh'd for Athelwold, by courts detained 
Far from her native Tamar ; till the voice 
Of royal lover woke new wishes ;^-woke 
Revenge and fierce aodntion. Then the bower 



to coiirti which was shortly after, he assured the king that her riches 
alone, and her high qmlity, hod been the cvne of her lame, and he 
appeared amazed how the world co«id taik ap much and so imjastly of 
her channs» The king was satisfied, and no longer felt any curiosity, 
while Etbclwald secretly triamphed in hi* address* When he bad by 
his decait weaned the king from his pnipoae, be took an oppertvaity 
after seme time, of turning the conversation on Elfrida, representing, 
that though the fortune of the earl of Devooshire's daughter would be 
a trifle to a king, fct it would he an inunemw acquisition to a needy 
subject. He tberefiNre hnmbly intreated penni«sk>n to pay his addresses 
to her, as she was the richest heiress in the kingdom. A request so 
seemingly seasonable, was readily complied with ^ EthelwaU returned 
to his wift^ and their nuptials were celebrated in public* His givalest 
care, however, was employed in keeping her frem courts and he took 
every precaution to prevent her appearing before a king so utfceptihle 
of love, while she was 90 capable of Inspiring that passion. But it was 
Im pos s i b l e to keep his treachery long concealed. Edgsv was soon 
informed of the whole transartiosi, but dissemhlii^^ his resentmeat, he 
took occasion to visit that part of the countiy where this miracle of 
beanty was detained, accompanied by SthelwaW^ who reluciantiiy at- 
tended him thither. Upon coming nev the lady*l habitation, he told 
him thai he had a cariosity to see his wife, of wh^m he had fonnerly 
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Which love had rear'd witbin the stream fed vale^ 
She left, contemptnous, for the regal done ; 
And reekless of h«r eaiiiest, teBder«6t tows. 
Trod o'er a hnsbaud's corse and reaeh'd a crown. 

Harewood, if eer that banghty beauty trod 
Thy fair peninsula, — if e*er she stray 'd 

heard so mach, and dctirsd ts he introdiieed ai his ae«|«mitaae«. 
Ethelwald, thander-stmck at the proposal, did all in bis power, bat 
in vain, to dissnade bim. All he conld obtaui, was permission to go 
before, on pretence of preparing &r the king's reception* 

On his arrival, he fell at his wi^s feet, eoaAssiag what be had done 
to be possessed of her charms, and conjuring her to conceal as much as 
possible, her beanty from the king, who was but too susceptible of its 
power. Elfrida, JHtie obliged ts Ism f4ir a paMton that bad deprived 
her of a crown^ promised compliance; but prompted either by vanity 
or revenge, adorned her person with the most exquisite art, and called 
up all he.r beauty on the oceatien. The event «iswei«d ber expecta- 
tions ; the king uo sooner saw, than be loved her, and was iastaollf 
resol ved to obtain her. The better to effect hb intentions, he concealed 
liis passion from the husband, sftd took leave with a seeming Indiffer- 
ence $ but bis revenge was n«it the lets certi^aMd ftial. EthslWfdd 
was some time after sent into Northumberland, upon pretence of urgent 
afiairs, and was found murdeved ia a wood by Ihe wagr* Mm»e lay he 
was stabbed by tbe king's own baad; somei that be only ooamanded 
the assassinatiuu ; however this be^ Elfrida wts Mon after iRvitod to 
court, by the king's own Mder, and tbeir naptMs were fwrfinmsd 
with the usual solemnity/' 
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Among thy groves^ and on the flowery bank 

Of Tamar rov'd, or from thy sunny brow 

Delighted gaz'd 5 — O ! never from that hour 

When she tum'd from thee, — never did she taste 

Such happiness, as in her native bowers 

Bless*d her fine opening youth ! A poor exchange 

AVere royalty's rich splendours for the ease 

And innocence of virtuous privacy, for all 

The pleasures of the rural life 5 — the breath 

Of the fresh western gale, the groves that wave 

And murmur in it, the elysian view. 

The stream which flow'd in music at her feet. 

The birds that haird the glorious sun, or pour'd 

The witching vesper lay. To those who love 

The call of fierce Ambition, — sylvan scenes 

Though boundless, beautiful, no charms a£ford ; 

And to the ear that lists her specious tale 

Birds sing, streams flow, and gales breathe soft — in vain. 

Harewood House is no%v the elegant residence of Salusbnry Trelawny, 
esq. It is a modern mansion, built of free-stoue, with three regular 
fronts, and is situated on a tongue of land, washed on three sides by 
tlie Tamar. From this channing seat, the rivrr is seen winding amid 
the most diversified and enchanting scenery. 
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What croads amid the blood-stain*d flight of Time 
Have bent the knee to thee^ Ambition^ vile 
Insatiate Moloch ! Thy Circsean cup 
Tliou boldest to the lips of Man^ and he^ 
Infuriated by the madd'ning draught. 
Forgets the ties of brotherhood, and acts 
Like a foul fiend. Through seaa of human gore 
He wades to his destructive aim 3 his heart 
Is pitiless and hard 3 his arm is strong 
To vf^aste^ to murder, and his flashing eye 
Is tearless. Vainly rolls upon his ear 
The deathful shriek 3 he hears it not, and thus 
The maniac lords it o*er his suffering kind. 
Till Fate omnipotent arrest his hand 
And Justice drag him to her awful bar. 

E'en in the ear of gentle woman, thou 
Breathest unholy wishes ; and when once. 
Ambition^ thou hast captive led the soul. 
The fairest form may hide a tigress' heart 1 
Ah, let Corfe-Castle tell how woman urg'd 
The secret, sanguinary blow ! thy hand 
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Elfbida^ pointed tliere tike assinsiii's knifed 
And stain*d it with a British inonateh's blood ! 

O^ Harewood, thnm*d «p<m yon sonny ridge^ 
The most romantic^ restltes/ foot migUi slop 
Awhile on thy bright eminence > — the eye 
By suffering clouded^ might the beamy gknce 
Of pleasure throw on all that from thy brow 
Diffusive spreads ! The horizon wild is tlune^ 
Far seen^ where Cornwall mingles with tiie sky ; 
And thine the enchanting views that spread around 
Of mellowing harvests^ the all cheering green 
Of fields inclos'd^ the golden orchards^ vales 
With flowers and fruitage bless'd^ the interchange 
Of graceful hill and dale ) while far below^ 
l>isclos'd in all his wand'rings^ Tamar leads 
By rock and crag^ by woods and flow*ry meads^ 
Smoothly and silently^ his wanton course. 

The hour of noon is pass'a^ arid yet the ray 
So fiercely glows diat e*ea the veteran swain 
Reluctantly declines the field, and quits 
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Hia scythe remorselesl^ 4e8tfai*<l kA fey IdW; 
AnoB^ the glory of the tMoAoWi. Htto 
M^re hospitality has khkDy reaa^d. 
Beneath the umtaige of the pleMttI baalr^ 
A welcome ^d^me; here^ will we rest awUIe 
And spread the social board. A mral treat 
Be onrs^ the feast of friendship > far away 
Be dull formality, and forther still 
Be reckless riot and profosion. Now 
The bough our canopy^ the sward our seat^ 
The frugal, plentiful, .rejpde begins. 
And, pleas'd, the losty appetite partakes 
(Provoked by Abstinepce a^d air) the cheer. 

The choice repast is ended, and we hoist 
Once iiMH:e the sail, for now a gentle breeoo 

* Between CMiloek and BSorwcnhaiti tfav wyai^r diicuvviv ttu Ac 
Devon banlc, a pairfKan, in wUeh, nd tmd^r Aeimtdttliditigr)^aft|^> 
iie is pemittecl to rest andregile htaneH^ TfAs lmiMifl{; vav esettsd 
ny *■■ ■■ Fhmkliay eii|. fke owner of a ^enteef* iMmtoii iil'ill^ Ael^lilMMa* 
iMod. Tbe anther, wHi^fomelH«ildtf,tMte<lh in t019,itil<flttgtadFly 
avails liimself of tiie opportunity wbich the poblitatloA of tUs 
▼oiome tfbrds biar, to oiftf inr Ae fialtMa pMptfsSof , 4Ks best 
acknowledgments. 
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Dimples the bosoQi :pf the river, Day ' 
Mas lost its radiance aim} it^ fervours fierce. 
And Evening hastes with cool, refrf ?hing breatli, 
To soothe and renovate the panting world. 

Again the ^sail of commerce ! On the bank 
Brown Industry beneath the fervent beam 
Plies hard to land the freight. The sailor smiles 
To see his cargo, by a power unseen 
ImpeU'd, ascend the f plane abrupt The hand 
Of skill and dauntless perseverance has 
Herced the mountain side, and led the stream 
Of Tavy through the cavern. Darkling flows 
The stream for many a furlong, *till the beam 

* At HorweUham. lo the eminence above tltis tranquil village a 
tunnel has been formed, a mile and three qnarten in length, and the 
Tavy has been introduced into the excavation. Iron boats navigate 
the caveniy and transport coals, manurei mineral productions, itik tA 
and from Morwellham, Tavistock, &c« The passage is terrific, and 
yet parties of pleasure, impelled by irresistible curiosity, occasionally 
pass through it, iUuminated in their progress by the light of two candles 
only, one of which is not nnlreqnently extinguished by the droppings 
from the roof* 

tThe side of the hill is very steep, yet the cargoes of vessels, risen 
by machincfy, ascend with considerable facility. 
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Of heaven, bright breaking, guides the laden bArk 

To the far-distant town. The daring arm 

Of Enterprize, by godlike Science led^ 

Has iiird our isle with wondcnrs. Still be thon 

England^ the envy of the nations ! Long 

Maintain thon thy pre-eminence^ and be^ 

From age to age^ supreme in Arts and Arms. 

How far the all powerful a;id majestic tidb 

Its silent irresistless course pursues ! 

How has the mighty impulse borne us on^ 

Through every maze perplex'd where Taipar loves 

To lead the voyager ! By breezy hills^ 

And soft retiring dales^ by smiling lawnSj 

Bold headlands dark with uinbrage of the groves^ 

By townsy and villages; and mansions fiar^ 

And rocks magnificent^ the p6tent rush 

Of the mysteriotis ocean has imj^U'd 

Our bark to day } but^ mark ! its force is spent. 

See it retreats adown the verdant bank^ 

And ere yon lovely 'blushing .flower had ^p|i*d 

The draught saline^ an agency unseen . 

*2 
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Check'd the fMriiiig F§^> and, )•! itMlU 
Backward its flood, MiaM «he obedi^at ami 

Cornwall stiU offnr* iMi kHr lea^ «id ciotiiecf 
Her bank witk beantjr, bbt Derook fill 
The eye with her mwgoififlwyc. Yo lieo 
Ye noble rock« wilak gnftdow, but yoteve 
An air of lovelinesa^ for Summer throws 
Unniimber'd wieadhn aiMwd y<lii« N9I tea break 
Upon the view, the hidedvi eiigi wUah edg(S 
The eternal Ocean, baat)i»g o*or te dse^ 
With most tamfi^ aspsoe, hi^MitriM 
And bleak and desolate^ bjr N«ta0 atfl 
To battle with the wadd tfiiilna. Htfa 
Arise not feaiM a«a«ii freai vsinsf liiffii 
And howling cayerna^^voUaa aMiiflB aaad deep 
That terrify the ear, andreSieaifaMa 
The life-blood's pvrple cimsslu UMimgYimn^ 
Is heard but tbft soft manMur if ikft alrang 
Or Inte of voyager, or glMkolaliif^ 
From brake, and bMitj and «li)|. IMMliialiiha 
Her rocks sublimely, Imllkagr 



BANIM OP TAMAB. 6fr 

A yerdurotts crown, tnd have a graoefiil zone 
Of flowers and foliage^ while Arooiid tibeir fec^ _ . 
The frequent grot« upirathea ; — utajeity. 
And strength^ and beauty \ 

Hairik! the bqgk lireaki 
The deep repose ! The tboret are cckaiag vonnd. 
And the rich 9treani «f anaiariy volli down 
The steeps sublime, anA swecfNi with lightadiig speed 
The sounding groves and liie t^^timtk^ mks : 
A thousand wings are riailmg iha aiki air 
For the blast shook the wood* ^^^'tit e'cry««*again 
Silence assnmea ker aimy^ Ika faatittr^dtribea 
Drop one by one into 4he peattlvl shades ; . 
And nought in this sweet solitude is heard, 
ISave distaal beU 4r Iq^ oCiMh'ry riD. 

Amid this regiom of eedianlMant ttaada 
A pile stupendees, lislag bom Ae iaod 
Abruptly} and tteo^ iaiare roand ila base 
Has flung her leafiig6^ yefc Ha sidei aae hve 
And yerdurelets, and akstarU On. Ha ts^ 
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A shape fiintastic) wild, uncouth, appears. 
Like some deserted wind worn turret which 
Has borne the storms of ages ! He who skims 
The stream below looks up with reverence. 
And qnickly dips his oar and hastens by 
The frowning pinnadej for Time has been 
Most bnsy here, and has bestrewn the ground 
With massive fragments. RooiMJL the hoary wreck 
The hawk is suling now^ the tyrant loves 
To build his nest wbnre desolation holds 
Her lonely reign $ he seeks the crag, the rock. 
The inaccessible and dreiffy height. 
And there unscar*d, unsought, the prowler feeds 
\^th bloodiest plunder his insatiate brood. 

And well, bold rock,, has Nature plac*d thee here. 
Thus rugged, blasted, frowning, verdureless! 
More lovely seem the groves with thee so near. 
More fair, more fresh; thou rushest on the' vitfw 
With front so wild and withering,- that we turn 
With eager eye to look on them, — array*d 
In living, youthful beltuty. But^ fiurewell. 
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Dread chronicle of centuries! we haste 
To moor x)ur skiff, awhile, where on the ear 
Delighted, Mis the music of the Weir. 

And liark upon the eddying breeze of Eve 
The rush sonorous comes. Now sweep we round ' 
The point of that green island>-^ihere, disclos'd 
At length, in graceful curve ihe river pours, 
P>om bank to bank the liquid volumes -down. 

Tliere are no sweeter sounds on Earth than iho&e . • 
Of gently falling waters ; but when loud 
As thunder, from some height terrific breaks 
The foaming torrent, leaping into gulphs 
Profound and horrible, the offended ear 
Listens dismay *d. The astonish'd eye surveys 
The headlong cataract, plung*d far below 
Upon the groaning rock} it views the nrhirk. 
The foaming currents, wave on wave commix/d 
In furious endless conflict, and declines 
The appalling spectacle. Not thus descends ' 
The gentle Tamar. Leading on his flood. 
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Sweird by aaxiliar strcMis, lie strays awliile 
Amid the lawns df Wcrrington^ aad lares 
Thy ancient walls^ Launeeston. Thence^ in deep 
And silent conrse^ he seeks thy leaf-dad bridge> 
Romantic Greystone^ mnrm'f ing gently through 
Thy ivied arches. With the Ocean tide^ 
Seeking prond union then^ the tranquil flood 
Rolls on^ *till smoothly^ musically^ leaps 
The bright^ descending riyer o'er the Wier. 

"lis o'er,— 'the day declines^ with sober step 
Pale Evening comes 5 and every eye that saw 
The cheerful mom, and gBsten*d at the isight. 
Looks westward, now, where i^ts the God of Day 
Upon his burning throne^ the glowing clouds 
Encircling him with hftcs no pencil dares 
To emulate. In vain the floating pomp— 
The golden bhuBe--*the emerald tints — the seas 
Of sapphire, and the islets blest that sail 
The ethereal ocean; pensively we gaze 
On that which should divinest pleasitfe yield. 
And fain would Friendship, like the chief of old. 
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Arrest the coarse of yon departing San : 

But, ah ! in characters as tme as grand 

And beantiful, those evanescent streaks 

Which now he scatters o'er the bnrning heav'n. 

Foretell the rapid close of day ! We seek 

Reluctantly onr bark^ too soon to lose 

Woods^ rocks, and verdant hills and smiling lawns. 

In the deep shades of the relentless night. 



Farewell ! enjoyments of the fast-flown day ! 
Tare well! — a word best understood by him 
And felt, on whom the world has firmly fix'd 
A chain, but seldom loosen'd through the flight 
Of the long toiling year ! When Summer clothe^ 
Anew the wanton woods, and strews her flowers^ 
And through the fields of sether the great Sun, 
Rejoicing in his race, ' again shall shed 
A day as fair as thi^, our skifi' shall be, 
Tamar, upon thy stream. Nor thoughtful seek 
To lift the veil of Fate, nor fear the dart 
That, haply, may ere next year's sun shall gild 
The sylvan scene, invade with aim too sure 
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This dear domestic circle ! Like the leaf. 
When sweeps the annnal death-blast o*er the woods, 
Tis true, we fall, when Heav*n decrees the blow ; 
But why by drear anticipation urge 
That one who floated, Tamar, on thy flood 
To-day, and raptured gaz'd upon thy banks. 
Should, in the dreamless chambers of the tomb. 
Slumber unconscious when the sun-bright floodi» 
Are flowing, and inspiring Austral gales 
Are gently breathing, and the soft voiced lute 
Is heard, and many a gilded pinnace floats. 
By green Cotehele? Uesign^d to sternest Fate, 
If we must fall, upon the night s duU ear 

Let choicest melodies anse, to chase 

^^ , , , ,. ' ^ , . .. >, f . ■ '•/ 

These visions of the future, 'till the Moon 

Pouring her amber light o'er tower and tree. 

Shall shed her holy calm j — *tis done, and nou' 
^^ n *-*!'• .<\ >» * '\ 

The charm of Music drives the flend Distrust : 

Ye spirit chilling thoughts, away, away. 

We still have Hdpe^ — ^and, Hope is Happiness. 
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infsrellantous ^itttf^ 



ON MEWING THE DEAD BODY OF A 
BEAUTIFUL INFANT. 



Nascentes morimnr finisqae 
Ab origine pendet. — HoracBi 



THERE is a smile upon that check — 
Those lips would seem almost to speak 3 
Calm is that look^ that brow is fair^ 
The flaxen ringlet wantons there! 
And well those features sweet we trace^ 
Which hover on that angel hce $ 
He seems enwrapt in slumber deep — 
Ah^ Edwin! 'tb thy long^ last sleep! 

The chill of death is on that eheek-^ 
Those lips shall never silence break; 
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No soul is in that cherub smile. 
Illusive charar "ftnd loTcly ^guild f" 
The eye has shot its final spark. 
The liquid, lustrous orb — ^is dark ! 
And siwf t tnust every feature "fly* 
From the sofb-laee of iafancyi • 

k 

And now-the kiss Of agony, 

" Whose touch thrills with mortality," 

The Parents givd— but who shall tell 

The angmsh of that fond farewell ! 

Yet, from the gl^^^^iriyfetfeiiiits iii^lit * 

That form agd^^ shalt ispriUg to ligtitT^ ' 

E'en now in yon iftcWkTfesV "^ 

The unearthly mansidhr'df fiEe^^fe^t,^^ 

The uncloth'd«pfflt joins* ttie^hymifi'*^ ' 

Swelling from burning ^^ratifffifb':'^ 

And were our pass|)ort'to tHe'stiftfe^' 

As his — ^then speed each tour tliair 'flies, ' 

And Earth, let each successive Sun 

' Swift rise^swift-s^^i W biSp; unrf?t6di*' ' 
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ON SEEING A BRITISH FRIGATO CRUISING 



IN THE CHANNEL. 



MARK^ ill mid cbanpel^ ^^i|s ,|^e ^ga)|f s iiQgelj 
And the wild waves ^ro^nnd h^r,i<Uy .^^U, 
That frigate on her seaward. errand ^fi^. 
Seeking new triumphs on the trackless deep ! 
Her flag, her own uiiqon^ver;d flay, 9^ b^i. 
Is floating jrallantl^adpwn tj^e «ky> 
And mightier is the ensign of comman.<l 
That floats~o*er Ocean tlian enslaves t)ie land: 
Should a proud foe the continent enchain 
The British Seajj^an^a^ipj^syplj? A^cjf|«»5 
In every sea upholds B4|a|pii^> fljcpng^ 
And proudly cries, '^ ^g Qfffijf AS^fiq^/' 
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ON THE DEATH OF JULIA S 



i^Jvgii Venus ? Men ! Quove coUr deceits. 
Quo motus 7 Quid kabet iiiius, illiuSy 
Qmb ^rahai amores T UoR. 



Farewell! Oh! I have seen the magic beam 
Of Jalia*8 eye its lovely lightning play -, 

Bat never more shall that all-powerful stream 
Of liqmd lastre dart its conq ring ray. 

For o'er that eye has crept the mortal sleep^ 

And paleness o*er the cheek*s transparent bloom ; 

Ah, Lady, there are eyes will wake and weep. 
While thou art slumbering in the dreamless tomb. 

Sweet maid, whom living, even Envy's breath 
Acknowledged fair as her that Zeuxis drew 3 

Who can look on thee, beautiful in death. 
And, Julia, without anguish, st^y*— Adien? 



t^^ 
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IMPftOMPTlf, 



ON HEARING 



A LADY CBNSURE A MIDSHIPMAN 



On account of hU deficiency in classical knowledge. 



HARD is the seaboy's fate, — his opening hours 
Deny 'd to pass amid patern^ bowers ; 
From mother*s lip^ for him^ no gentle tale^ 
His cradle is the ship, bis nurse the gale : 
No '^classic labour and inglorious ease^'* 
For liim, who aims at laurels on the Seas^ 
But seamen learn,-^whatever else they know^ 
From Blake to Nkj.sqn leam-^fo beat the foes 



^, 
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THE GROUND SWELL * 

iViMUn on <Atf Breahvaterf Plymouth Sound. 



THE Sun is high^ the Atlantic is unfannM 
E'en by the breathings of the gentle West, 
And yet the broad blue flood is not at rest. 
Amid the holy calm on sea and land 
There is a murmuring on the distant strand. 
And silently though Ocean heaves its breast. 
The shoreward swellings wear 2^ feathery crest. 
And meet the opposing rocks in conflict grand* 

These ships that dare the QterufJ winds .and seas,> 
In the commotion roll,wit)ipUkt a breezie. 
And as their sides the h)i|[6 ttp9Wf«lUAg8i 1»y&> 
His flagging sails the listlfis$ seam^ji sees. 
And wishes rather for the winds to. rave. 
And, like an arro^^ d|it^him.;0*er. the Wftve. 

*Tlie Ground Swell is principally occasioned by storms iu the 
Atiantic, which agitate the sea many days after the tempests have 
ceased. The ocean heaves, as it were, in masses, but its surface is 
quite smooth, i. e* unbroken into waves, and without foam, exeepf 
where it eomes in contact with the coast. 
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THE MAGNIFICENCE OF 
WINTER. 



I love the summer calm^ — I love 
Smooth seas below^ blue skies above^ 
The placid lake, the unruffled slreani. 
The woods that rest beneath the beam j 
I love the deep, deep pause that reigns^ 
At highest noon o'er hills and plains. 
And own that Summer's gentle rule 
Is soothing, ^6ft, and beautiful. 

But Winter, in its kttgrl^st foi-tn. 

Has charms,—'' there*s grandeuf ill thl^ Stbtiil;'* 

When the winds battle witk tlife flobds 

And bow the mightiest df tlie tvbbdS,-^^ 

When the loud thunder, crarfl bti cr^li. 

Follows the lightning s herald fla^h. 

And rocks and spites aiid tbwfers ^e rent, 

Tis startling,— but magfiificeftt. 

o2 
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LINES, 



ADDBB88BD TO A 



FRIEND DURING HIS ABSENCE IN TOWN. 



Morei hiommum muUarwn vidii ei urhct* 



VTith trips to town, life 1o amase^ 
To purchase books, and hear the news, 
To see old friends, bmsh off the clown, 
And qoicken taste at coming down. 



Green* 



SWEET was the genkl reign of MAY^ 
Earth's emerald bosom own'd its sway 5 
Foster*d by life-dispensbg showers. 
Freshly npsprang its myriad flowers ; 
"With music rang the sky — the grove— 
And all was harmony and love 5 
When yon commenced your wdlrtim'd ride^ 
0*er the gretn jukmd's sonthem side^ 
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And borne on pleasure's silken wing. 

Flew through the bursting bower of SPRING ; . 

Till^ where up-rushing to the skies 

The towers of LONDON thickly rise. 

You breathed the city's putrid air^ 

Ah ! how unlike our atmosphere ! 

And rov*d from morn to eve, I weea 

To see whatever could be seen. 

Like Weathercock, for ever steering 

Whither the fickle winds are veering. 

Health to my friend ! for me no ride 
O'er the green island's southern side 
Remains, tight fastened to that oar 
Which thousands, chain' d to, quit no moiej 
I seek not, hope not, e'er to roam 
Hence, where just heaven has fix'd my hoiiM| 
Nor from that circle can I go 
Whou radius is a mile or so; 
Yet as through emerald vales you flew. 
And scenes arose as fair as new. 
As with gay fancy's visions blest j 
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You left behind the utmost W£ST^ 
My firsts laat^ tfaovght at mom or even^ 
To my lov'd veteran friend was given. 

Friendship which space cannot dissever^ 
Would strew your path with roses ever. 
But /our wuks flown, and ttUl you roam! 
Four weeks I and absent Mil from HOME ! 
Return^ in Town no longer stay^ 
''The shark is there^ and there his prey^** 
Come^ seek agadn the balmy WEST^ 
For on its flower-enameU'd breast^ 
San^ shower^ and breeze such charms have thrown 
As may eclipse the chsorms of Town ! 
Your much*lov*d Edgmmbe, green and high^ 
In leafy glory meets the eye; 
On its £Edr groves^ so sweetly growings 
Atlantic gales are gently blowings 
And PLYMOUTH yet may boasts at leasts 
There i$ no EDGCUMBE in the EAST. 
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ALGIERS. 



*' £ngli8H Ships may be burned, Enslish Men may be 
killed, bnt EngUsb eounm^ '^ invincible*" 

Db Witt. 



AS eagles in their airy flight; 
As lions rising in their might. 
They rush'd resiatdefi8.to the fight. 
To battle aud to victory. 

Then sped the hissing war'*bolt> driv>'it 
Impetuous through the voUying heav*n ^ 
And rampart, fort, and tower we're riv'o^ 
Around the shrinktug enemy. 

Dark Chief— thy bravest* hetdiUft^breath^ 
When Britons dealt the work of death. 
Fighting in Freedom's cause, — beneafli 
A sulphurous buniing canopy^ 
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Andy Massulman^ 'twas thine in vain 
To brave the war-storm's FlERY Rain^ 
That^ fate-wing'd^ rattled o'er thy slain. 
In fearful^ madd'ning revelry. 

It showered beneath the solar beam 3 — 
It sparkled in the lunar gleam ; — 
And through the night that fatal stream 
Flash'd wide o'er Heaven*B concavity. 

Then floating down the blood-red sky. 
The Cross victorious glared on high. 
And the pale Crescent flutter'd nigh 
No more in hated rivalry. 

England shall lift the goblet high 
To those who live} — their memory 
Who died ^as all might wish to die*') 
She gives to immortality. 



^#^##>##^A^^^#t# 
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CHRISTMAS MORN. 






'IIVAS not lia iMQii ift glovji ttiMbitff , 
As «he swam forth ttfxm db«d} CHiccal^ ^ 
It was not meteor gfaacv^ oor )i| 
The gorgeous concavie msitaat Iwij 
That rushiof oft tiie sie^faevd'tf Of^^ 
Illumined heayan'» irast Cftaoyf 1^ 
But^ sailing down tile miknfA stqr> 
From bowam ol bMssy lm» WMi^M %& 
Appear*d^ npbome on wings of fire, 
A seraph ho8t-«*«ii> angib ckniif ^ 

It came— that gloiii««i mikmi6if. 
To hail the iNCAiniPAns Mswbkt I 
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For ibis awoke the extatic hymn^ 
From glowing lips of seraphim \ 
Ne'er flow*d such strains on earthly gale^ 
CVer breezy hiU, or list'ning yale^ 
Before ; nor shall snch sounds again 
Break ,on the raptured ear of man^ 
Till^ riung to his native sky/ 
He pat on Immortality. 

For t^s> too/<flam*d o*er Bethlehem^ 
The brightest in night's diadem. 
That herald star whose pilot ray 
lUum'd the magi's doubtful way; 
Bright wanderer through the fields of air> 
Which led the enquiring sages where. 
Cradled within a worthless mangier. 
Slept on that mom the imm<M:tal stranger. 

He might have come in regal pomp^ . 
With pealing of Archangel trump, — 
An angel blast as toud and dread. 
As that which shall awake:the dead ^ 
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Flis lightning might iuure scared the nighty 

Streaming insufferable light; 

His thunder, deepening, peal on peal^ 

Have made. earth to her centre reel. 

Deep voices such as shook with fear. 

At Sinai^s base, the fovor*d seer$ 

The M'ing of whirlwind might have borne him 5 

The trampling earthquake gone before him: 

He might have come that Holy One, 

With millions round his awful. throne, 

Countless as are the sands that lie 

On buniing plains of Araby, 

And, arm'd for vengeance; who could stand 

Before each conqVing red right hand. 

He came not thus, no earthquake shock 

Shivered the everlasting rock ; 

No trumpet blast, nor thunder peal. 

Made earth through all her regions reel ^ 

And but for the mysterious voicing 

Of that unearthly choir rejoicing; 

p2 






And but ftr Ibat Atxngt henld genii> 
The star which burn'd o'er Bethlehem^ 
The diepherdtf^ •& lus Bttal mofm. 
Had known not that the God was bora. 
There were no terrem, for the long 
Of peace rose from the seraph tiirong; 
On wings of love he oame^ — ^to save. 
To plnok pale tenrcnr from the grave, 
And^ on the blood-8tain*d Calvary, 
He won for Man the victory! 
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ON REABINO THB BEVD. R. FOLWHBLB'S 



BEAUTIFUL POEM 



ON THfe 



INFLUENCE OF LOCAL ATTACHMENT. 



BLESSED is the ideal charm attacVd to PLACE 
That thus throws round it an illusive grace^ 
The LOCAL LOVE that with resistless force 
Wings the plum'd bird^ and nerves the noble horse -, 
0*er sky-wrapt crags the eagle's pinions wave^ 
The monarch lion loves his forest cave ; 
Each has a sympathy for den or nest 
Some dear retreat — the scene of pl^y or rest ; 
And humbler names with anxious care provide 
One spot — ^preferr'd to all the world beside. 
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Man more intensely feels the Local Flame^ 
Flr*d by the charm of Home's electric name ; 
He gives his bark to a]l the wayes that roU^ 
Bnrns on the line^ or shivers near the pole, 
Bnyes the load battle^ dares the midnight storm. 
And smiles at danger in its fiercest form ; 
Yet even he who fronts or storm, or war, 
Hiinks on one cherished jscene which lies afar. 
And the bold spirit that defies the gale. 
Sighs for his leaf-wreath'd cot and tranquil vale. 

Bnt Memory gilds that spot with brightest ray 
Where first his vision drank the light of day 3 
In fancy still he views it, yet the trees 
That Uess'd his youth are weaving in the breeze ; 
The fields where erst he wandered, free from cnre 
As the gay volatile that skims the air. 
The hill^ the dale, the stream that purls between 
Are still before him, fair, and fresh, and greeny 
And a strange tear that oft bedews his eye 
Attests the power of Local Sympathy. 
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Such is the htyot of Home that fires the brave^ 
And, ocean-parted, qtiits not e*cn the slave — 
The passion of all clime-^and thine the lay, 
Pol WHELK, that sings its all resistless sway. 
And Memory sketches faithful, vivid, strong) 
Her powers refreslied by thy master song j 
There is no charm in tliis our pilgrimage. 
More dear — aye, even the heart of age. 
Than M^hen that fond remembrancer displays 
Tlie fair localities of early days : 
Delightful are her visions — ^.at her call 
They rise — of youth the hopes and pleasures all ; 
The entrancing joys, the griefs, the groutidless fears, 
That brightened, darkened, all our infant years ; 
Her's still the task, whcrjever man may roam. 
To paint in tenderest hues, his distant Home, 
AVaking fond Sympathy, and thou hast sung 
Sweet Bard, its influence %ith syren tongue. 
The Univer&al FLAMB--the Local Pire 
Was worthy of the magic of thy lyre. 
And long shall England hail the Poet's name. 
And bind around thy brows the unfiading wreath of fame. 






THE 



SEAMAN'S TALE. 



Imperium Ooeano^ fkmam qui terminet astiis. 



SWIFT totb' eari^radi^ de6p> 
Of British Axchiliscto the thcim^. aadt boAst> 

RnsVd av deyoted hack; 
With loud acckhns the echoing woUdii nuig> 
As first around the eiroUng wave3> she flun;^ 

That Hamoaza* bosos^ sweep; 
Pride of Britannia's sea«>prt coasts 
Her name became each seaman'S' toast> 
And long her waving flag wm blest^ 

With constant Victory. 






^^W^^^^% 



Our crew^ a dauQt|#99 biMl4» 
The cheering sonf ,«r«the Imltte^*'*^ ^ Amfib 

With equal ardour fth«r*4 j 
Hearts Tfikfcite « Mr, y«t bold l» lifkW 
In ev'ry clime they «^fer 9<)i£^i tl^Q ^kt 

And shook each hostile 4trM4 
Descry *d on Ocean*s wave, |ia c1ilf8f# 
Waits on thy hapi^fg Cfoini^pFf^ Fmn^i 
No hope, when Britai^•s T«ra ndvMKJf^--^ 
Fav 'rites of Victory, 

In midnight's dvwry bw», 
<When sleep's |kipi)[>iKifii ^^wii^iamblMPi l»U) 

Determin'd to th^ )m4. 
Cm* heroes bffiiy V tib9 ytono^^Tlw IJi^NliiiAgi fli 
Howl» ib# wM wMrfii-^-ite poalii^ lfcPtiii»<HM 

But vain their j^w^ 

To sink with <9Mr 4i|ir amMBii^ boMi 
Calmly the tesii^ tiwir MboU4 

Firm, though the de«^w)0g-4 iMI».Mttf4 
His dread artillery. 



«;.•< 



■ ••• 
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In Biscay's stormy bay> 
A GalHc fleets stealing along, espy 

Oar death-devoted bark ! 
Ab> what conld valour^ wbat could skill avails 
Oppos*d to three^ one solitary sail 

In such unequal fray ! 
(A Idon in the toils)-*on high 
Our ensign flew, — ^no succour nigh, — 
'Twas ours indignloitly to die. 

Or gain the Victory. • 

Peace to th' immortal brave. 
Who fell that fatal day— -a gallant few — 

Now Ocean deep at rest ; 
Ye sank, supporting nobly Britain's fiime— 
Unstruck her flag, unstain'd the glorious name 

That rules the subject wave. 
Your country's tears are yours-M;he due 
Well eam'd— of such a matchless crew ^ 
And England, as sh^ cries adien> 

Embalms your memory. 
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INSCRIPTION 



FOR A 



COLUMN AT CORUNNA, 



STRANGER! this column marks no common spot. 
Records no common tale. It is a p3e 
jlear'd by the friends of Liberty, and points 
Where PORLIER fell, the victim of that king— 
That thankless sullen bigot> whom his sword t : • 
Plac*d on a monk-encircled throne:— 4hose monks. 
Those all-destroying locusts of our globe, 
Befwrt whose progress earth an Eden smiles. 
Behind whom frowns a waste — detested race ! 
Beneath their influence Liberty expired. 
And PORLIER perished ! 

Stranger, pass not on 

Till thou hast blessed his memory. The sod 

Where freedom's martyr lies, a holy spot, 

o2 



Her votary may kiss^ and hallowed be 
llieir memories who perish In bet canse 
Re?er*d and monrnM for eyer. Let the hand 
Of Time resistless shiver from its base 
This perishabte tolnttn^ ttnd its totyth 
This frail memorial gnaw ; yet shall the tale 
Of fonl ingratitude, of laws outraged. 
Of sacrtd iuMitatiMis fpom'd^ fdf Mood 
Shed by that miserable Idbg, outlive 
The sweep of aft^««gel5 and <M lllie 
Shall tmmpet lodDy f«nh his hiil»d nam^^ 
A proverb, and a ^*^woivg^ and a mkJtk 
Fit for th# lagir ^fiiimoml iftom. 






VTSITTEN Oil THI 

EVENING OP THE INTERMENT 

OF THB 

PRINCESS CHARLOTTE. 



WHO Uiat liES seen isome loTely gem. 
The garden's native diadem. 
Some swoeliy-blasMng, Uooming rose, 
O^er which the gentle spring-breeze blours. 
And on that Qaeen*flo\?er ltx*d his eye. 
In raptiir*d> tearM, ettacy. 
Has moam*d not trhen its peerless foirm 
Bow'd, hueless, lifeless^ to t)ie storm ? 

Fair as the gay iaqplaial rose 
When the young igak VwHffAok bfeirs, 
England's iniaitMbb fldwV 
Has blosh'd and bloom'd too^ bat an hour. 
And England cmtrHi tSM^ay (HiedMiin 
Of Charlotte sinUttg to <lie IMttb, 
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Tliat high-born bride on whom the ejx 
Rested with loyal extacy. 

The death-bell rings for thee a peal^ 
The sounds of death are on the gale ; 
These sad and solemn knells impart 
Deep tremors to the sinking heart ; 
On the struck ear their accents iall^ 
Yet l»ing they not the Sabbath*s call^ 
Though England seeks the House of Prayer, 
Each worshipper is pensive there; 
There is not seen that holy glow 
Which cheerful Sabbath moms bestow ; 
From manly bosoms bursts the sigh. 
And tearful is each female eye 3 
Low in the dustj with one accord 
Our Israel bows before the Lord; 
From all their future hope is riv*n. 
And one great cry ascends to Heay*n. 



This night f<v thee in stftice high 
Shall burst the pensive psalmody : 



*».»M-S M-^ 
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And many a mourner there shall be 
AVho Imply would have died for thee ; 
Uunerv*d^ unmanh'd^ the holy seer 
With fault nng voice and mshing tear^ 
While reigns around a silence dread^ 
Shall read the service of the dead ; 
Pronouncing from the unerring word 
That thev who slumber in the Lord 
Shall from the grave's mysteriotw nighty 
As ** in a moment*' spring to light \ 
Fair as the orbs^ when day is spent^ 
That shine in Heaven's broad firmaments, 
Bright as the lustres that adorn 
The effulgent froutlet of the mom. 

Hard is his lot and keen his grief. 
To whom no tear may bring relief: 
And there is ONE whose stedfast eye 
Shall rest beneath that canopy^ 
^Vhich waves o'er Charlotte, slumb^ing^ — (deep 
lliat mortal pause, that dreamless sleeps) 



And haply not a tear 9liaU part. 
From his fix*d eye to ense his heart :<^ 
• The gazing crowd-— the '* serrii^ high,"— 
The strains of pensive aiinatrelsy. — 
He heeds not, hears not, — from his sigh, 
Heav*n sa^e my bitterest enemy I 

To man is kindly^ wisely, giy*n 
If wrench'd fr<Hn earth, to fix on HeaT*n $ 
And nond^t is thine below the sky. 
Mourner, bnt Hope and Memiyry I 
Hope*s visions etUl may gild the gloom, 
IHsions of bliss beyond the tomb ) 
And Memory by her magic pow*r 
May mnster np the fcHrmer hoar; 
Brini^ back pest joy9 in ibnd review^ 
And paint each scene ^^devoetly tarua 3 ** 
Th^e is no solace elee for thee 
On this side ImmortaKty. 
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TO TH£ 

PROPRIETOR OP THE TELEGRAPH, 

With a 
PRIMROSE^ 



ACCEPT this Primrose, friend, it ia a pledge 
Of the returning Sprino. What though the wind. 
The dread East wind, passed o*er the shivering earthj 
And shook from his deep rustling wioga the 8nows> 
And bound the streamlets and the rivers all 
In crystal fetters. What though infancy. 
And age, and vigorous manhood, felt the blast. 
Before which many a human blossom fell. 
Yet our fine DeVon, iii a sunny nook, 
CherishM this flower i and when the soft west wind 
Came with its balmy breath and gqntle showers. 
And great Apollo feok*d forth from; the. aky# . > 

With simple gcace this first-born of the year* ! 
Wav'd its pale yellow star; and; lo!. for thee 1 . . 
I pluck'd the welcome stranger. Chide me noli • > 
(For my heart smote me wlule I gather-d it,) . - u 



I thought, to thee, whom Witter's potent hand 

Had struck, it wo«ld be pkasant as the port 

To wearied mariner, to look upon 

The herald gem, and hear that Spring had calm*d 

The elemental strife, aild that fall soon 

Blue skies, warm gales, soft showers, delicious songs. 

And beautifid forms and hues enchanting, would 

At her kind Udtfb^ bkstf dte gnAceM World, 



THE LARK. 



LIGHT from the sod ihe Laiik «xolUtig springs, 
Joy tunes hift V^to aiid aikiiftiftteB his wings i 
Bard of the bkaMti^ daw^, to Mbiltfe giT'tt> 
Earth's choicest i^«#dua^ and th^ iiildw»y \sM'n : 
Hark! the glad stMiiis 4tet clnnii iiw tin^ttd'ril^ 6Mr» 
As upward still tiittiiiiitlnl fitwiess tltere, 
'TiU wide careeiiiig Armi^ the «(te titnfla* 
A speck^^ wanileto W» ibe mortaUg beam. 






LINES, 

SUGGB8TBP BY THB 

QUEEN'S LYING IN STATE. 



HERE^ Peasant^ see, how human greatness ends, 

Thoa that hast haply mourned thy b^pible lot^ 

Thy days of labour aad thy couch of straw ! 

See here how rank and poverty unite 

At last, in one inevitable doom! 

Thou know*9t not, PeafMit^ ]i#w die tooth «f cure 

Gnaws on the heart of gKandenrl hov snseaii 

Keen misery invttdes the eostly done 

Men call a palace ! A&, if ^<m touUsi see 

Thebitter thorn th^.ft:m«g.l«wn 

Intrudes, and lacerates ike rafai biov 

To anguish, tkon weddst blew tti^'humhle V>t> ■• 

Thy days of labour endliky bed of ttnur, 

r2 
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Days of hard toil^ but oft of happiness^ 
At least of sweet indifference, and those. 
Those nights of deep, deep slumber, one of which, 
Sound, dreamless, vivifying, seldom cheers 
The anxious hours of envied royalty. 



OK A 



DISTANT VIEW OF THE LIZARD. 



THERE -the bleak Lizaad, hazy seen from far. 
Shakes from his rock-ribbed sides the biUowy vt^ar 3 
Round that wild point, a mark fbr Ocean's wave. 
Let seas Atlantic dash and rour and rave 3 
Idly th|Lt war surrounds Cornubia*s shore. 
Tempests may beat, and seas Atlantic roar> 
" Secure within,'* from crag and cliff and steep 
She laughs to scorn the dsemohs of the deep. 
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m** 



WRITTEN ON HEARING ONE 07 THE 

HEROES OF BAND A 

DESCRIBE THE STORMING OF THAT PLACE. 



Exigui nnmero, sed bello vlvida virtus. — Virg< 



DEEP thunders roll through heaven^s vast plain, 
A deluge pours the midnight rain^ , 
Blue lightnings flash across the main, 
^Vhere, foam wrapt oft, our gallant train. 
Dash through Ihe billows manfully. 

The wave we beat, a fearless few j 
Danger but nerves each arm Anew 3 
The shore we near — those towers we view, — ' 
Those towers where soon our eager crew 
Shall plant their flag triumphantly. 

Now by year country*s weU«<earnd fame^r 
By him whom nought but death could tame^ 



126 |ilBCBI«I«4»saV8 P|BC««. 



rr*' 



By Nelson's never*dying name> 
Pursue, pursue the glorious game. 
And snatcli a deathless vietory. 

From hai to hill the *l)eacons fly. 
The shrillM-tongued bugle oleaves the sky ; 
The men of England now are nigh, 
Resoly'd in every clime to die. 
Or bear away the victory. 

We brave those foe-defying walls ; 

Still foremost where deep danger calls -, 

We scale ! nor fear — nor death appals, 

• 
Long live his name, who nobly falls, 

^ In England's grateful memory. 

As fwhirlwinds scour the sounding strand. 
Our Heroes sweep the coward band : 

* Beacons were Qmd dy the o^emy, and bugles were beiwd sounding 
the alaim, in different directions, yet the gallant assailants persevered 
10 the attack. 

t Though I quote Ihw mefli^^ I believe liie words [in Uit Gazette 
.are ^ We swept fte tNilteii^ liXe a whirlwind.'' 
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Wliefe Britons lift the ^ngeful band^ 

Bold is that foe who dares with&taad^ 

In war's destructive rivalry. 

Batavian ! mark^ thy flag lies low ! 
And soon must Indiatu brettt^ Mow, 
The flag that strikes a world with awe — 
That shields the weak — ^to France gives law. 
And floats o*er Ocean gallantly. 

And, now, on England's iltig the sun 
Gleams red, the daring woA rs donej ^ 
England shall hear onr deeds anon. 
And many a cheer for Banda won. 
Shall peal in loyal revelry. 
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TO THE 

DUKE OF GLOUCESTER, 
On Mi Visit to Plymouth. 



XOBILITAI lOLA EST ATQCB 
TNICA TIRTCI. 

Juv* Sai, 8* 



THE flag of four proud nations crown'd the hills ^ 
Tlie gratulating cannon de^ly roll'd. 
And softest melodies were on the bree2e« 
All hearts inspiring 3 — ^then the joyous cheers 
Upswell'd, of crowds that under smiling skies 
Kept the full-hearted holiday ^--the WEST 
Did rise to hail thee. 

Why arose the shouts 
Of joyous thousands, and that heart-felt cry 
'' God save thee noble Glo*8ter/* which did ring 
Through the acclaiming West? and why did men 
Yield thee the unbought homage of the heart ? 
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It was not merely that thou art a Rriice^ 

Nor that on thee kind Nature has bestowed 

The form imposing, and the lofty port 

That doth become a Prince, but that she gaye 

To thee the true NOBILITY OF SOUL, 

The princely mind, the intellectual raftk 

That raises man aboye his brother maa. 

Thy yirtues did outrun thee, ''trvmpet-toi^gved,*' 

And therefore through the acclaiming West was 

'' God save thee G/«'<fer ;"—fJberefore M inen yieU 

To thee the unbought Agwiyr ^ the kemri. 

And thus should princes liye, and kings shovid kold^ 

With holy sway, the £MPIR£ OF THE MIND. 



' ^ » .1 > 
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TO FRIENDS IN KENT. 



vixr. 



FAR^ far ftway where Medway strays. 

Thy hop-cloth'd vallies^ Kent, among'. 
Where, night-wrapt^ Philomel essaya 

A charming, an unrivaU'd song, 
I pensive tiufn^ while memory oft 

Recalls the scenes of days that were. 
And many a recollection soft 

Beguiles from Friendship's eye the tear. 

O when the lark with blithesome lay 

Sprang lightly from the dew-bath'd lawn. 
How sweet it was with yoa to stiay 

And hail the all-reviving dawn; 
In fency yet I bear the flow 

Of melody in Aylesford*s vale^ 
Or breathe on Boxle/s airy brow 

The freshness of the morning gale. 
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And oft^ when Erening's gentle dose 

Diffas'd a holy calm around^ 
When scarce a breath distiirb*d the rose> ' 

Nor broke upon the ear a sound % * 

Tranquil each mind — all care^ forgot^ ; . I 

We wandered wide o'er hill and dell. 
Or ponder'd, pensive, round the spot 

Where Catigern and Hbngist fdl* 

The melodies of night were- ours. 

As swift decreased the homeward mile. 
While Conversation woke her powers 

Care, thought, and distance to beguile^ 
Thee, Solitude, I love — but still. 

Spite of unsocial hermit scorn. 
Believe — life's duties to fulfil. 

That man for fellow mai^ was born. 



* Between Maidstone and Chatham, and near the hlglilioad, stamls 
a rode, yet must interesting, meniqrial, erected by the Britons to the 
memory of Catigern, a British Prince, who on that spot perished, 
together with his adYeiqarjf Hem out, the Saxon^ in shigle comfeat. 

s2 
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Farewell for Fate's supreme command 

Has bade me quit your charming Tales^ 
And call*d me to my native strand. 

Where sweep the wild Atlantic gales : 
But by those hopes^ yet, yet to meet. 

We cherished at our last adieu,' 
May my heart then forget to beat. 

When Friendship I forget, and you. 



SUNSET. 
Monday Evening, August 16th, 1810. 



THE zenith spreads 
Its canopy of sapphire, but the West 
Has a magnificent array of clouds ; 
And, as Hie breeze plays on them, they assume 
The forms of mountuns, castled difiis, and hills. 
And shadowy gleas, and groves, and beetHng rocks. 
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And some, that seem far off, are voyaging 
Their sun-bright path in folds of silver: — some 
In golden masses float, and olhers have 
Edgings of burning crimson. — Isles are seen. 
All lovely, set within an emerald sea, 
And there are dyes in the rich heavens, — such 
As sparkle in the grand and gorgeons plume 
Of Juno's favorite bird, or deck the scal'd 
And wreathing serpent. 

Never, from the birth 
Of Time, were scattered o*er the glowing sky 
More splendid colourings. Every varying hue 
Of every beautiful thing on earth, — the tints 
Of heaven*s own Iris, — all are in the West 
On this delicious eve. 

Behind the green 
And billowy horizon, once more sinks 
The traveller of six thousand years. A wide 
And deep-felt pause prevails) — the peaceful sway 
Of Twilight is begun. Bright Morning calls 



'***V^ 
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The world to action^ and the tyrant Sun, 
With beam intense, sweeps o'er it, sparing not 
Earth's toiling millions, but sweet Evening brings 
Her gentle airs to renovate the globe. 
And (as the insatiate orb has ditink the streams) 
Sprinkles her liberal dews, and with a hush 
Comes on, that her beloved may have rest — 
The sons of toil. 

The fiercely brilliant streaks 
Of crimson disappear, but o'er the hills 
A flush of orange hovers, softening up 
Into harmonious union with the blue 
That comes a sweeping down, for Twilight hastes 
To dash all other colours from the sky 
But this, her ^sivorite azure. Even now 
The East displays its palely-beaming stars. 
With the mild, radiating Moon : and thus 
There is no end to all thy prodigies, 
O Nature ! 
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WRITTEN DURING A WALK, 



Esse Deum ita persoicuum e&i, ut qui id negaverU vix 
etim iana mentis existimem^ 

C. Nat. Deor. L. t* c. 16. 



t low Nature through her ample reign displays 
The wisdom of her Maker ! When I stray 
Beneath the gloom of her high^arching woods^ 
Where contemplation hears no other sound 
Than the low voice of the mysterious breeze, — 
Or wander near her streams befring'd with floweriS, 
The least of which proclaims^ aad loudly too. 
The forming finger of a God ; or glance^ 
With eye of rapture, o*er the lovely forms 
That every where obey the summer beam. 
And rise supreme in beauty: — when I look 
On that stupendous sun, firm fix'd in space 
Pouring upon the nations light and life, 
I bow before the present Deity ! 
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And oft in mental wonder ask the woods^ 

The herbs^ the flowers^ the streams, the glorious sun. 

Can there be such who gaze on your divine. 

Your beautiful, and art-defying forms. 

And, mid the miracles of earth and sky, 

Unaw'd^ deny the existence of a God, 

And in his stead exalt the phantom chance ? 



LINES 

WRITTEN AT THE 

GRAVE OF BURNS,^ 

Before llie coimnencement of tbe robscription for erecting a 

ttOBoamut to bis metnoiy. 



Dum juga motUis tiftTf flmrios dum piseis amabii 

Dumq : thjftno ptuceniur apes dum rare cicadte 

Semper homei nomengue tuum laudesgue manebunt^ — Yiro. 



LET Spring with liberal hand bedeck the sward. 
And shed her glories o'er the fallen bard; 
Here his own daisy should, on slender stem. 
Wave o'er the Poet's gpiye its '^ bannie gem ,*" 






Here, carolling to beav'n, from ''milk white tham/* 
Should burst the choicest melodies of morn ; 
Aye^ here A p]Je«lio«kl itM «p«B tb« mwj 
Nobler than Eastern Monarch ever knew« 

With tearful eye pale CALEDONIA mourns^ 
Sky rapt or earth beguil'd — her darling BURNS; 
And soon the land that gave the "Bardi^' birth. 
Shall raise the ^Ifi a*er iUt dl-^hlOWmd «irth. 
But though the raiikgnaB^icr titteadflhoiild.fr*9% 
Nor song should blQs$» : fiMT flopef* h&Mc hkk fmif>. 
Nor monumental lay ^efi^N.tliO liMrfO> 
Of Genius^ sinking to «A'«Mtf0#ilA; .? 
Yet round his name shall jGkry/ii^htbi ftiUMfu 
Through days to rnmfi t lroiifti agN yrt t h i i nl oip j 
And his loy'd COILA sittil ttultingtty^, c 

*' Thy fame^ my matdi«is «»; cn^JfEVfiRdb.''^ : . 
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WmiTTSN ON TBB 



LAST NIGHT OP TlHE YEAR 1819. 



Pnrate et vosmet rebns servate secundis. — ^Viboil* 



OLD YEAR/teenieU! I eUt^nhappaird 
Upon th#M«d;'thdagli dovdsand myatery 
Do baDg.«poi|| k^ ^ Miidi' of atixions tare. 
In this division of onr cheGquer'd state^ 
Haply awaits me^ but kind Flr<|vldenoe - 
Has mercifully tlffomn a^veil across < 
The pregnant fatnre; and to fear the w^rst 
Is but to fight with shadows. On the phst 
I look with aaine regrets^, and^ who is te 
So spotless^ sinless^ that he foulters not 

r 

When memory unfolds her faithful map 5— - 
Too garrulous — too steady to her task 
When she brings back the ''few and evil*' days 
Of erring, sorrowing man. 



y ■ « 






Tie Ue^r year cones ! 
The last is gone into eternity! 
Farewell once more, and yet I wonld not call 
The fagitive again;— let those look back 
All langoishing, upon theirikfsftown days. 
Whose path was strown with flowers — who p^^'dthe couch 
Of Ease so delicately, that they felt 
Run from the doubling rose-leaf, Uke the old 
Luxarious Sybarite. I wonld not tread 
The rugged journey of that year again ; 
The New may be more kind, but, come wh^t may. 
It is our duty still to kiss the rod. 
And calmly meet the buffetings of Time 
If they must come, for, in a tone sublime, ' 
The voice of Providence still says 'to man-^ 
Hope, though the heart strings quiver, live and — HOPE, 
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roK Ik 
COLUMN. AT Moscow: 



VHttctt iocni'ftftet ihe ^cstnicfioii of^fRatt cHji 



STRANGER ! who wanderest near the sad remans 
Of pennve Moscow humbled to the dust^ 
Though rich and powerful once, repress the sigh 
That soft compassion prompts, and let th^ burst 
Of holy indignation light thine eye 
And nerve thy yengefu] arm ! To ey'ry land. 
On eagles* wings the bloody tale has flown. 
How on this city, with hia ruthless hosts, 

* 

The great destroyer came, and Moscow ceas*d 
To live among the nations. Wrapp*d in fire. 
Her domes, her altars, and her temples sank. 
Her "cry went up to Heav'n." 

Not unheard 
That fear struck cry ascended: soon the sword 
Of RttSBiftj thina'd tke guilty flying foe^ 






By day and night did yengeahce stretch its hand. 
And glean the human harvestr From on high 
Commissioned came the messeiigef of death. 
Destruction's angel smote their stiffening hosts^ 
The sword of Justice smote- ^Iwifr. Hapless men^ 
The breath of God had passed o*er the land. 
His snows desctndecf, aird trtiey slept thdr last^^- 
Russia's destroyer^ sfept !' 

There is a Gad/ 
Stranger, that rules, the ball! — that fellen baad, 
Russia's invaders, — they the bloody acouJEg^ . * t 
Of the long suffering nations — they, did drink. 
E*en to the dregs extrejBe> the bitted jcuf^ 
Of his all-righteous veni^eaiice , and shall h« 
Supreme in wickadoe«By, thein guilty chie^ . : 
Shall he untouched eacape I Thsid^]^w^cifgi§r^. 
Of blood hath peal'd around t;hr* Eternal l^hiK>fL& 
And shall it peal in vail^^ Ah! StranBer:»,.&aT!^, 
To accomplish the mysterjotts. wop^ oi )^9if '% 
(Immortal till that awful w^sk. be /dane^ • .; ; 
The great destroyer lives — y^t hastens am.— • 
Yet with a sure and ceaseless speed rolls on 
His hour of retribution 
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TO 



THE ROBIN. 



SWEET i»rd of Aatamn^ silent is the song 
Of earth and sky^ that in the Summer hour 
Rang joyonsly, and thou alone art left 
Sole minstrel of the dull and sinking year. 
But trust me^ warbler^ lovelier lay than this. 
Which now thon pourest to the chilling eve. 
The joy inspiring Summer never knew. 
The very children love to hear thy ta1e« 
And talk of thee hi many a legend wild. 
And bless thee for those touching notes of thine! 
Sweet household bird ! that infancy and age 
Delight to cherish, thou dost well repay 
The frequent crumbs that generous hands bestow j 
Beguiling man with minstrelsy divine. 
And cheering his dark hours, and teaching him 
Through cold and gloom. Autumn and Winter,— HOPS. 
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THE SHATTERED TREE. 



Written on viewing the remains of a large fir-tree strucic by liglitning, 

March 1818* 



THE breath of Spring has cloth*d anew the woocU, 
The breeze of freshness is upon them now^ 
Andsoon^ beneath the. beaon of Summer^ they 
Shall rest^ how beautifully t^t^ at iiopn. 
But here is one whoinriiql) the bseath of Spring, . 
With all its inspirations^ shall reyive^ 
One mid the wild wood, whont the Summer beam . . 
Shall ghince upon in vain. Thy hour is past,' • 
Thou monarch of the grove, whep, green and hi§^. 
Thy ample boughs difius'd their, friendly shade, 
A shelter from the pelting of the stonn j 
Or haply, if the grand sun threw his beams, 
A grateful bower of coolness, where fiitigue 
Might spend the listless honr; and ^ere were heard 
Around the melodies of «morn; and eve. 
And the soft lapses of lugeatiie brook 
Did murmur at thy foot-r-a lovdy spot-^. 
Music, and shade^ and flowers, . ^ 



'Mft wamataLumrnomB voksbm. 
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TkjitgeniUlirook 
Still rolls in masic on 3 thfi birds 
Still make the woodland ring with ^;rateful soatidfl|p 
But never more the traveller sUI seek 
Repose beneath thy shade. Thy shivered stem 
Hath lotft i1» verdant erown^ bat itsee stiH 
In solitary grandeur. -H^olate^ 
Amid the pomp and leafiness of groves^ 
It stands a monnmenft of w^aC it wtts-^ 
''Mightiest amorig the mighty.** Hoar with 1^, 
Long didst thou brave the rnde assamlHng winds^ 
Wild from the Atlantic^ and no common power 
Struck thee at last. It was the blue-wingM flasb^ 
The arrowy, irrcsistless lire of heav'n. 
Mysterious agents vengefd^ swift as thought. 
Whose touch is death, that made tliee what tbou art. 
Amid a world of beauty. 

Fearful 'tis 
To look upon thee now, and solemn thoughts 
Come o'er the soul, — a reverential awe 
At thought of those tremendous ener^es 
That are around us. How the mind retires 
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Upon itself in deep and holy tear^ 

Which scarcely ikese soft melodies^ and aU 

These sweet asaociations, brooks and flowers^ 

And foliage waving in the gale^ may hush* ''^ 

TIow sudden, how decisiye was the stroke^ 

Majestic forester^ that teid thee low! "^ 

One moment thou didst standi in sylvan pride^ 

Wij;h cone unbending^ buffeting the Stonn^ 

The next, the flame was on "tiiee-^^hen that orashj 

AndthoQvrast thnsl ' ' 

• • • • 

' So often' ^edts the blow 
Upon ambitioti*s head 5 and we who stand 
Around these venerable fragments— ^we 
Have seen how signally may vengeance strike, '< 

As in a moment, all the glorious names — 
Chief, Monarch, Emperor, that greatness claims' 
On this eventful globe. Let grandeur scale 
The dangerous eminence, let glory daro 
The foremost rank, be ours the happier lot^ \ 

Deep in the vale of Hfe, vnth roses crown'dj 
By >nrtue guided, traii^illy to hear . _i .1. "LA 






The thunder roll from £ur j imt let us bnve 
The flash that pla)M araoni aaibition'a brow 
Which, with a paror omaq[)0laii^ qh^ stiike 
At last the deathfol Uow. 



I ' yaa A';j ■■! ■'■■■v^ 



THE MEWSTONE. 



Written daring an ewnnioB near Twigdnn HaH, Wmteijb 



THE sea-bird ckiaa Oaft mSidbuj qjKyt 
TheMBwsTONB, aadarvwid^ kmd acrettuag^ wbeeb 
In nndistiirbM possession} tttheffMonds, 
Save those of slirialdng winds, and faatffing diSs, 
Are seldom heard in that deserted iale! 
The spirit of deaolatifli seems to dw^ 
Within it, and althovf h the aooa ia high» 
And nature is at holy pesoe^ it has 
An aspect wild and dreary. Smn now 
The waves are nu)oIy breakiagat its base. 
And a white feathery girdle dai^s it rosuu}; 



I4f 



But in the wint'ry f*«m, whem nU ^taA 
The terrible Atlantic^ Imasts its tdcIs 
In thundering conflict^ tbe OMVtbiy bowl 
Might almost wake 4;he 4Kmil 



But hire «re aoettet 

Which^ if the wildness of the ocean view 

Has giv'n the mind a melancholy tone^ 

Will yield a sure relief. 'Tis but to turn. 

And all the landward map unfolds itself^ 

'^ A blending of aU beauties ;*<-^dieerful fields 

Array'd in Kt^Uest green «in4 at all ishades. 

And harvests waving in the gale, and towns 

And tranquil villages, reposing cots 

And noble mansions mantled deep in leaf 

Crowning the hills luxuriant. There tbe Yealm 

Strays murmnri«g among his wooded cliffs^ 

And on his banks is Laiygdon^ seated deep 

In its own clustering groves ^ and who would hope« 

Who haply tr|ftds that liesert baj below 

Where ends the course of Yealm, to find so near 

A spot so sweet as Lanodon? Fairer scenes 

u2 



148 MIS0ELI.4NSOUS PIEC£S. 



Than those that lie beneath the raptiir*d eye« 
This green isle knows not: eyer Taried, too^ 
Is the rich prospect; Tallies softly sink^ 
And uplands swells no level sameness tices. 
While in the distance^ happily dispos*d. 
Sweeps round the bold bine moor. 



LINES 

WRITTIV HBAS 8BAUGH BRIDGB. 

'tk€ CAD o*€r €rag$ whUe-JUuhing rottn, 



7h men tk€ PLYM. 

Howard's Bicklbigh Val 



RUDE mass,^ that frownest o'er the downward i 
How many ages haye sufficed to shake 
Thy hoar and fractured crest? Triumphant Time 
With granite trophies has bestrew'd the stream 
That murmurs far below. I wildly gaze 
Upon thee^ ancient dironicler^ and think 

How many generations of weak men 

«■ 

• pewerstone* 
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Have risen, and liave Yatiish*<) from the earth. 
Whilst thou, endariog through the flight of years, 
A solitary mark for winds and storms. 
And all the injuries of heaven, hast stood 
The Monarch of the Moob. 

A holy peace 
Pervades this moorland solitude — the world. 
And all who love that world, are far away ! 
Nothing is heard but the sweet melody 
Which the Cad makes, contending with the rocks 
That check his rapid flight ! The sun is high. 
And a soft breeze is playing with those leayes 
Which clothe the base of DE WBRSTONE 5— yon woo4. 
Clad in the lightest foliage of the spring, 
Jast feels its impulse. Soon the closing year, 
Alas, shall sweep its robe of green away. 
And verdant scenes and sunny hours no more 
Delight the wayward traveller. This stream. 
This tinkling stream, that speeds its journey on 
Through flowers and music to the sea, shall roll 
High swoln, and clamorous, in thunder down 
Upon the firighten'd vales. 



jwrnrnnfinrnnnnnnr^innnnrrrrrrrrr-i r i^r- r~r """"T'ri *" r 
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Yet wiaen^ tweet Spring, 
Thy infltteBce, ^ftan, Bhall make the b«d 
^'Leap into leaf,** and gentlest airs tAmSk creep 
Across the bosom of the moor, my feet 
Shall tread the banks of Cad. Lei otheis roam 
Trough softer scenes — through rank luxuriant vales-— 
Repose in luscious bowers, or waste the day 
Where Art has spMMl its most yolnpt«o«s dyurmSj^ 
I seek thee, Natute, in tiiy mUdut forms. 
Thy mountain cataracts, and frowning heights. 
Where, as te nnivoken pretpeet spreads aroiiid» 
Life-giving breeses, health and spirits bless 
The Highland Wnderw* 



ON lEBUlO 

Ma. EASTLAKPs HCTURE OF BONAPARTE. 



ALMOST moves 
The nnrivairii /lemblance. On that lofty brow 
Bits thoughtful enterprize— that speaking eye 
Sparkles intelligence^the wond'rons whole 
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Commands — ^awes — ^foscii|atei« It h the Chief 
Who^ on the wreck of thrcme imd tfitm9t« riiidi*d 
The giddiest eminence inaatiAte man 
Mas ever yet attained. Wh^ haa QjQt hearcl^ 
And heard too true^ and shuddered as he iMaic^ 
How swept his ea^s o*er ^ phantom hoata 
Of Jena^ Friedland, Anaterlits! *Tia he 
At whose bare nod & mittion aworda evtapvinf | 
Before whom armies wMi«p*d at the tenob) 
Whom nations worship|»*d on the aapple- kMe^ 
Caress*d^ serv*d^ flatter*d^ by recnmbent kittg»f 
And but for England — Universal Lord 
Of beaten, recreant, Europe! 

From that height 
So giddy and so fearfti], thou art felFn 
Son of the Morning ? On yon murm'ring wave 
I saw thee— mark'd thee, when, all glory shorn, 
(The British Red Cross floating o'er thy head) 
Upon the wond*ring multitudes beneath. 
Were cast the impetuous glances of thine eye. 
Chastened but not subdued. 
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And hapinly 
Though sl^iitch'd upon the wild, unsteady wave> 
The artist has the immortal features cai^hti — 
The eagle eye — ^the curling lip — the calm 
Proud brow, on which the master spirit sits 
Scorning the '* host of hatred** standing by,-^ 
And that unmoy'd, enduring look which is 
'' Such gall and wormwood to an enemy/' — 
All these, and more, the pendl has transferr*d 
To Aie life-breathing canvas, with a rich 
And rare fidelity. 

I love thee not,. 
Mysterious Man, nor would I have iny soul 
So blood-stsdn'd, for a million times more crowns 
Tban ever thou didst grasp, — yet, living still 
Upon that sullen rock, where *rest and calm 
Await thee, may no soul deluding hopes 
Of after-fame — no dreams of vengeance cross 
Thy frenzied vision — ^but repentance bless 
Thy closing hours, and mercy o*er the past 
Draw her oblivious veil. 

• i* But quiet to quick bosoms is a hell." 



•5* 



MiscsUiANKous nscss.' ltd 

* 

WBITTBH AT STIHtlTO. ' ' 

.1 

On the Beachi Ricbnoiid Bsfhs, Plymoath-Doclc* ' 



fiDGCUMBE there, 
tJnriyaird, oVr its sea-gift l>ase r^^rs high 

Its groves magnificent, in all the pomp 

1 • ' ' 

Of glowing Slimmer clad y its la^ns are now 

' ' ' 
Besprinkled with the feir, who love to roam^ 

And mark the fascinating views which jise 

* • • • 

Each moment on the eye* The Tamar rplls 

^^^^^.^^^ ; : 

upon its ample bosom those fam*d barks^ 
Whose gallant crews have piade e^h pole resound 
With high achievement, and the British Name 
Have gloriously upheld — a matchless band 
Whose genVous daring, a^d contempt of death> 

Cool-tempet'd skill, and discipline, yield not, 

' . ■ . 

E'en to the boasted days of Greece and Hamr, 



X -i 
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(f 



• The Richmond' B<i|h^ tii;^ inMor to.nove ip the fciilglail'fai poiiii ' 
of convenience and . general accammodation, afid^thc strength amt,- 
clearness of tlie water, from the vicinity' of the HtLthn to the Atlantic 
ocean, most render lbcrii<4ztraiiMl]p v»^M t* valetndltthfiaaiL ''ffbi6f 
scenery aroond them is exquisitely 4)eanUfoU. ./. .j 'it 



Welcome! ye galas F«v<iiiiafe; yefmre'Bkimm*d 
The imnwafiux^ble Ooevij «o4 "with warm 
And gentle breath, now kiss the azore wave 
That sweeps the gently-rising beach below^ 
Where oft the timid bather seeks and finds 
Returning yigor. How delightful 'tis. 
At iresh'ning morn, or ** tWilight-tinctur*d" eve. 
To wanton in the pure Atlantic flood. 
And breast the gentle billow. Laura here, 

# 

l^th pallid cheeks, and spirits sunk, and limbs 
Enenrate, sought each morn the pebbled strand<^ 
Each morning renovation Ibnnd — the wave 
Gave animation new to every pulse, 
A higher glow suffus'd that lovely fiace. 

And fresher roses blooin'd on Beauty's cheek. 

■ * .. 

Here the boTd swimmer, too, with manly strength. 
Moves gracefully along, or plnnge;^ deep. 
While fathoms roll above ih' undaunted youth* 
Tii heaKk ^ dta#to/ aor oitaiii Iw it in viin' 
Who seeks it in the surge, and from the bed 
Of slotk, wbih oHmts «]aqi, vMkes to'kive 
I£s manly limbs in dear Athntic seas. 



HowbeantUttltkat^biy! The rdcks wliteli«dg« 
Its graceful curve frown Bteftily:, but.lioW 6We«t 
Tlie wreath of green that decks their rugged headi! 
And, mark] with ii^ha^ ft «te)» «iagoifi<seit 
The groves ascend the terdant slope, 'nnlU 
They reach the mountain brow and freshly roll 
In every breease which ildms the breadth immense 
Of Ocean. Most revi'ring to the eye 
Of the tir*d sailor is the lovely stfsne^t ' -«<' - ' ' • 

He has not found, tii«ll the vadeA shoves " ' 

Of the wide earth a |K»t thai boasts mdtfe litiiw. ' 

More graceful leafage ; and he hastes to 'dra{^ 

His anchor in tke tide 'tili duty call. 

With summons stebn^ to qjuit ttie aUuittg boi^ere 

Of Bampool, for the dull and dreary view 

Of scowling shies, on every .peiot thai; ^^em*^*' ^ /• '^ ^' 

To mingle with the main. .■>/ i <: . > ;; 

•'n».dreadBd^iBHdi6'^-> V*. .• t- I 
There throws^ stepee|H%ncka4ithWnr€)tke#de; . ij..^) 
And stems the brea^hih^foeiii. :..i£ob mniy va^agi 
Has that rough biMaier>bhrrie pi^Clteaii^bfiiMij 
And interpoebg>*croettteHiltbonKi4hM4h^.t i r, 



)i 
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Pre8ery*d ''all well'* within. Thus in the stotrns 
Of public life> when Tyranny lifts high 
Its impioiis hand against a people^s rights^ 
Tlie intrepid Patriot stands^ and nobly check&> . 
''Unaw*d, unterrify'd^*' its'ft^ost rage« 

» 

*lls 8nn«sel^nit]id tbQ petifii^ |$nn prodaims 
Hie reign of twilight, i Hark ! lro|n ship to ship . 
The wammg goes loqnfteions — ^"tis. the' call 
To cautions vigilanee j-^tbe nightly watch 
Is set) — the -setiAii^A arduous duty done. 
He sinks to restj^^the tiimd fair retire 
From £dgcumbe*s lawns ^-r-rtfae pl^sure boat .skims home 
Her wanton ttroamerii waving in the wind* 



J t « 



The cliffy theiidU, the wood, the Tiver> liveast 
Are disappearing; deep iuTolying shades 
Are snatching each loT*d object from the view. 
But never did the beam. ol;£]nening set 
On prospects nsQstedalightiidf nor ddqs I4^»a> 
As swift shetrtt^eraea tfae.mighily.|^ks6e. 
Beam onanKifeen6bantbgisipotiof«artby J «^ ' 
Than when from yMiteiBoiuiiain broV'Sheiift«( 
The mantle of the dull, waligiMlPt nigU. 
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INSeRlPTlON 

FOR A ' 

COLUMN AT WATERLOO. 



WHEN fierce Ambition^ driving wild her car 
From state to state^ her crimson'd banner wav*d 
Triumphantly^ and at her wheels essayed 
To bend the shrinking nations^ — on this sward 
Was stopped her desolating course. To thee. 
Traveller ! if virtue warm thy breast — if love 
Of home^ — of country — that iminortal flame 
(Not withl^ 8]partan lotst) which er«l achiev*4 
So many spirit-stirring deeds,, inspired 
With noblest sentinaents thy glowing breast. 
The field of WAT^stoo'to thee shall bp 
An ever-hallowed spot. ' 

For many, a year ' 
Flu8h*d with imeeainng vi^ory; wiHi arms. 
With all the ni60Bt Mmtttgems of w«r. 
Familiar, rushing madly on his fate. 
The Gaul advBnc*d e*ea tg tiie very fieM ■ 
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Where^ traveller^ tboa ponderest. Here be met 

Defeat and deep disgrace, fiat, traydler^ mark ! 

He foaght with Freemen! He no longer met 

The weakj the trembling spear of slaves. He croucb'd 

Beneath the sinewy arm of Liberty ; 

Beneath the inspiring mind the Goddess pours - 

Enthusiasm boly« 

England stmck 
The dread decidve bkMv! The Eagle cower*d« 
That fell and ominous £agl»->-and his shriek; 
His death-shriek, 9ca(r*d the nations* Eogiai^d f ose 
Her red cros^'bigb} trHiiqphaal; flt^eam'd her 4ae> ' 
But, ah! its folds were'bl9ody» Mid her sous 
Lay dead and cqld beneaAb«, Thon trePMl^t new, ' 
TraYcller, above the br$iw; Tbf ur canntry reura 
To their immortal memory this pile ; . 
And, or a Briton, or a stranger, thou 
Wilt not refuse 1 tributary testf • 
To those who, d^ang^ ec^iier*'dt€al}ia^t troops \^ 
To those who in the fire-theet'-a .h«Tec atoed ' 
And, ah! at last amid that tonlsnt fell. 
That, traveller, t^oiumightotiive, attdsfiUbe^^-^free! 
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roll a 
COLUMN AT CADIZ. 



SPAIN welcomes thee nnto the siMatod tpol 

Where she aprears this pillar ! Stranger^ now 
Thou treadest on that holy iward^ where first 
She made successful stand againAt the power 
Of stern OpprelttoiL . h^ CoakVHVA teB 
How PoBLiBB peruhtd!.. By the watdi-JtDwei*8 Hght 
Majorca saw upon bet bkK>d-.atun d fitraml 
The patriot Lact fall. Of» foreign shoitft 
Hesperias exi^s pitedt whio kaA l^dl-d^ 
With nerve of steel audi a^l otSgme, the foe ; 
And^ traveller, hear.iKiT^4^i^fe^sfor tjbebtarfe^ 
Racks for the virtttousv weDe the reiSompeikee 
Of valour and fidelity I ' - . . 

> In vatai , - ' • ' .; - . . 
The scaffold and the rack, in vtifttiie deptha 
Of dungeons, and their horMca-W arrest 
The march of truth ; — ^thc final hour was come 
Of unrelenting tyranny. The ray 
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Ot ktunohdge beam'd, dispersing all the mists 
That had envelop'd the immortal mipd: 
The shadows flew before that conq'ring lights 
As from the orb of Heav*n the darkness flies 
At brig^t'ning, gladdening dawn ! 

Her yictor tag 
IHd Liberty nnfnrl: around that sign 
Crouded the bold> and Spain at once shook off 
The sleep of ages ! Rock and mountain rang 
Vntii £n of arms — with Freedom's gathering cry — 
And millions rons'd them at that thrilling call 
Wiiti clasping hand and fervent oatii ^ and soon 
The eye of the great Snn looked down no more 
Upon a land of slaves. O stranger^ bend 
Thy knee at this prond column ! Long shall Spain^ 
Her Tirgins^ matrons^ warriors^ raise the lay 
Enthusiastic round it, nor wilt thou^ 
When swells a nation's Toice, refuse to join 
In the grand hymn of Freedom ! 

FINIS. 
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